4 
| 
“Beginning | 
4 
dé. 
\ 
| 


told to 


Princess Pat 


by 


10,000 Men 


“Women Use 
Too Much Rouge’”’ 


HE MEN, poor 
are not 
quite correct. They 
judge by appear- 
ances solely. What 
they really protest 
is the ‘‘painted 
look'’—and ‘‘too 
much rouge’ is not 
really a question of 
quantity. It isa 
matter of kind; for even the tiniest bit 
of usual rouge does look unreal. 


Women have startling proof of diffef- 
ence in rouges once they try Princess 
Pat. Have you sometimes watched 
fleecy clouds at sunset shade from 
deepest rose to faintest pink, every 
tone pure and luminous? So it is with 
Princess Pat rouge. Every tone is pure 
and luminous, seeming to lie beneath 
the skin and not upon it. You obtain 
more, or less, color by using freely or 
sparingly. But there is never a ques- 
tion of too much, never the unlovely 
“painted look’ to which men object. 


Purity, delicacy, the most costly color 
tints, and a secret formula combine to 
make Princess Pat the most natural 
rouge in the world. And whether blonde 
or brunette, you can use any and all of 
the six Princess Pat shades with perfect 
effect—instead of being limited to one 
as with usual rouges. 


Velvet Your Skin with Princess Pat 
Almond Base Face Powder 


Velvet is just the word; for the soft, 
soothing Almond Base imparts to 


Prin CESS Par 


PRINCESS PAI LTD. CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 


Princess Pat an entirely new ‘‘fecl,”’ 
makes its application a veritable ca- 
ress. Most powders contain starch as 
a base—hence their drying effect. The 
Almond in Princess Pat definitely 
helps the skin, assists it to remain 
pliant and fine of texture. And there 
has never been a powder to go on so 
smoothly, or cling so long—never be- 
cause only in Princess Pat do you find 
the soft, naturally adherent Almond 
Base—instead of starch. 


Princess Pat Almond Base face powder 
now comes in two weights. Medium 
weight in the familiar oblong box 

lighter weight in the new round box. 
It has been possible because of the Al- 
mond Base to make the lighter weight 
powder just as clinging as the medium. 


Get This 
Week End Set 
—SPECIAL 


The very popular Princess Pai 
Week-End Set is offered for a 
limited time for THIS COUPON and 
25c \coin|. Only one lo @ cus- 
tomer. Besides Rouge, set contains easily a month's 
supply of Almond Base Powder and SIX other Prin- 
cess Pat preparations, including perfume. Packed ina 
beautifully decorated boudoir box. Please act prompily 


Wonderful New Color for Lips 

Just what you've wanted—lip rouge 
thac colors the visible part of the lips 
and that also adheres to and colors the 
inside, moist surface. Thus, parted 
lips show beautiful color all the way 
back—no unlovely ‘‘rim’’ of color as 
with usual lipsticks. 


Try the Seven Famous Aids-to-Beauty in 
Princess Pat Week End Set 


This is really an “‘acquaintance’’ set— 
enough of each preparation for a thor- 
ough trial—enough for two wecks. 
And the beauty book sent with set 
contains information on skin care of 
real value—besides artful secrets of 
make-up which vastly enhance re- 
sults from rouge, 
powder and lip rouge. 
You will be delighted 
with the set. 


PRINCESS PAT LTD., 
2709 S. Wells St. Dep. 1308 Chicago 


Enclosed find 25c for which send me the 
Princess Pat Week-End Set. 


City and State.. 
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very daintiest women 


should not be ignorant 


ONE is the old idea that the 

most intimate concern of a 
woman's life should be shrouded 
in secrecy. And a franker, cleaner, 
more wholesome life is the result. 
Women are now requiring to be 
told the truth about feminine hy- 
giene, rather than such parts of the 
facts as old-fashioned prejudice 
judged proper for them to know. 


“Tell us the scientific truth, the 
whole truth’’, they now ask, ‘‘and 
let us decide for ourselves how 
much of this information we shall 
use’ ’. 

No wonder women live in 


conStant dread 
It is no secret that married women 
especially have lived in constant 
fear and dread of the results when 
using poisonous antiseptics for 
the purpose of feminine hygiene. 
Yet what else could they do? 
Physicians recommend the prin- 
ciple of feminine hygiene as a 
healthful practice, but when it 
comes to the selection of a suitable 
antiseptic, the fastidious woman 
has been faced with a dilemma. Be- 
cause until recently the only effective 
antiseptics, the only antiseptics 
that could give a surgical cleanli- 
ness, were the poisonous com- 
pounds such as bichloride of mer- 
cury and the various forms of 
carbolic acid. Non-poisonous prep- 
arations like peroxide of hydrogen 
could not possibly serve. For, while 
able to arrest germ-growth 
temporarily, they lacked germi- 
cidal power. 


of scientific physical facts 


Fortunately, this dilemma no long- 
er exists. Anew germ-killing anti- 
septic has appeared which repre- 
sents one of the greatest advances 
of the century in the field of medi- 
cine. It is called Zonite, and women 
can use it without fear. For Zonite 
is absolutely non-poisonous. There 
is no need for the tell-tale ‘‘skull- 
and-crossbones’” on the Zonite 
bottle. Druggists sell it every- 
where, in bottles—25c, 50c, $1.00. 


Three dangers women are 
now avoiding 
With Zonite there is no burning, 
caustic action on the delicate in- 
ternal membranes. With Zonite 
there is no toughening and harden- 
ing effect, resulting in an area of 
scar-tissue. And last of all, Zonite 
brings into the home no danger of 
accidental poisoning—something 
tremendously important to 
think about in the home con- 
taining little children. 


Isn't it natural that millions of 
women today regard Zonite as a 
godsend in their lives? 
This neat little booklet 
gives all the facts 

The subject of feminine hygiene is 
often misunderstood. Many wom- 
en dislike to inquire concerning it. 
For these we have prepared a 
special booklet, daintily printed 
and illustrated,. which contains 
probably the most complete state- 
ment ever published on this vital 
subject. Frank, concise and scien- 
tific—a booklet every married 
woman should read. Just sign the 
coupon below, before the present 
edition is exhausted. Zonite Prod- 
ucts Company, 250 Park Avenue, 
New York, N. Y. 


| ZONITE PRODUCTS COMPANY 
250 Park Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


| lets checked below: 


| Feminine Hygiene 
Use of Antiseptics in the Home 
Please print name 


| 


Please send me free copy of the Zonite booklet or book- | 
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Donald Brian, 


Ever Popular Actor, 
careful always of his voice, 


writes: 
*There’s a big differ- 


ence in cigarettes, I 
find. I am especially 
critical because my 
voice is such an im- 
portant factor in my 
profession. I find 
Lucky Strikes pro- 
tect it, keeping it 
ever clear and never 


harsh.” 


- You,too, will find that Lucky 
Strikes are mild and mellow 
- —the finest cigarettes you ever 
smoked, made of the finest 
Turkish and domestic tobaccos, 
properly aged and blended with 
great skill, and there is an extra 
process—‘‘It’s toasted’’—no 
harshness, not a bit of bite. 


“It’s toasted 


ally invited to see how Lucky Strikes 


Your Throat Protection are made at our exhibie, comer 
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Don’t You Think--- 


that SMart Set makes you think—or don't you think? Did you ever pick up a 
single issue that didn’t bristle with question marks that called your attention 
to some phase of modern life that needed to be thought about? Isn't life all a 
business of questions and answers anyway? The wrong answer means tragedy; 
the right answer—happiness. To find the right answer you've got to think 
straight. Can you? It requires practice—such practice as every issue of SMART 


Set provides. For instance: 


Do you think it would 
save hundreds of girls from 
being hurt and disillu- 
sioned if every married 
man were labelled so that 
no good girl would take 
his love-making seriously? 
Or 

Do you think that married 
men make the best and 
safest playmates for a sin- 
gle girl who wants the 
companionship of men but 
who isn't yet ready to give 
up her freedom for any one 
man? 

Think it out—then see 


Are Married Men 
A Menace? 


in September SMart Set 


Do you think a woman ever 
really forgets an old sweet- 


Do you think a boy of nine- 
teen is capable of making 
wise decisions about things 
that will affect his whole 
life? Would you let your 
son mafry a woman years 
older than he without pro- 
test,especially ifthatwoman 
seemed to betryingto vamp 
*your husband at the same 
time? Could you be cour- 
teous to such a person be- 
cause she was a guest in 
your home— regardless of 
your real feelings? 
Think it out—then see 


The Cradle Snatcher 


in September SMart SET 


Do you think jealousy isa sign 
of real love? Do you believe 
that a physician could cure 
a man who wrought havoc 
with his marriage by refus- 


heart? Is she wise to accept What's the big idea? Read “Hot Apple Pie” in September ing to be jealous? Do you 
him as a friend if he hap- Smart Ser thew loth 
pens to bea friend of her Do you think it is possible for the average coud ban pean. to we 
husband’s too? Do you woman to remake her entire life after she is oie of Sach? Is a little 
think she can remain con- thirty? Could she come out of her home and vies 3 nestles ik Greeaiines 
tent if the other man turns tackle a job successfully? Could you? Do you ‘YI ay 
re ‘ith a doctor to save two lives? 
up after several years wit think a mature woman entering business for 
more money than her hus- the first time has more or less handicaps than Think it out—then see 
band is ever likely to have? a young girl? Think it out—then see The Man Who 
Think it out—then see Couldn’t Be Jealous 
How I Built My Life Over Again a etiaibtek® Je Family 
Hush Money he secon case rom amily 
By PHOEBE COLE Doctor's Note Book 
in September SMart Set in September SMart Set in September SMart Set 


Do you think polo is a game of skill or a game of 
luck? Do you think it’s more fun when it’s played 
for big stakes? Would you stake your heart ona 
pony and its rider? If you loved the loser would you 
still be sport enough to marry the winner? 

Think it out—then see 


Love Rides to Conquer 


in September SMart Set 


Do you think a girl ought to tell tales on her boy 
friend's mother? What do you think a man ought to 
do when he finds his own father trying to make love 
to his girl? Is the real problem today the younget 
or the older generation? 

Think it out—then see 


The Big Lonely Kid 


in September Smart Set 


And these are only a few of the many vivid, swift-moving stories from life 
you'll find in September SMART SET—out August Ist. Be sure to get your 
copy and see how nearly right your answers are. 
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FREE RAILROAD FAR 


LearnElectricity Inthe GreatShops of 


In 12 


a 


IMPORTANT NOTE: COYNE does not teach by corres 
but by practical, personal training in the great COYNE Shops 


this the most profitable and enjoyable summer of your 
life. Come to Chicago, on beautiful Lake Michigan, the 
—_ Summer Resort City in the country and the Greatest 

ectrical Center in the World. Twelve weeks from now you 
can be an Electrical Expert no matter what you are doing today. 
I stake my reputation and that of the great Million Dollar 


Institution I head, with its 27 years of honest successful 
methods. I have started thousands of men, young and old, 
on the road to real success and happiness, I can do the same 
for you. I'll pay your Railroad Fare from any place in the 
United States. Clip Coupon NOW for Full Particulars, and 
for my Big, New, Free Book. Don’t miss this opportunity. 


Learn in Chicago, the 
Electrical Center of 
the World ™. gin theBiecticl 
Center eer World. i 


Inthe the world 


Great Summer Resort City 
jicago, on beautiful Lake Michigan, is the Nation’s 


Complete Electrical Training in 12 Weeks 


Get my Free Book. See how 
I nag you for the Big Jobs 


in Electricity by actual 
work on the largest outlay of 
Electrical Machinery in any 
school in the country. Every- 
thing from Doorbells to Power 
Plants. Everything to make you 
an Electrical Expert, ready tostep 
into a position paying from $60 
to $200 a week. 


You Don’t Need Education 
or Experience 
It makes no difference how little 
advanced Education, Mathemat- 
ics or Experience you have had, 
or what kind of work you are do- 
ing now,I'll make you an Elec- 
trical Expert through the Coyne 
LEARN- Y¥-DOING METHOD! 
I've done it for thousands. I will 
do it for you. Send for Big Free 


Book. See how great 1s the de- 
mand for Coyne Trained Elec- 
trical Experts. 


Earn While You Learn 
My Employment Department 
helps — fellows to a job to 
earn a good part of their expenses 
and assists Graduates to a good 
job on graduation. This great or- 
ganization will always be behind 
you. 


Chi 

Summer Playground. Free Bathing Beaches, Beau- 
tiful Parks,Excursion Boats and the great Municipal 
Pier, Zoos, Ball Parks. The daylight saving pian 
makes it possible for you to enjoy all this, and stil] 
have plenty of time for your electrical education. 


Send Coupon NOW for My Big, 
New FREE Book 


Right now I am making the greatest offerever 
made by a Practical Training Institution. Even 
if you are not planning on coming right now 
don’t delay a single minute. Send coupon right 
away for full details. No obligation at all. 
Remember Coyne is a School with an estab- 
lished reputation. Endorsed by Electrical 
Industry. Backed by over a Quarter of a 

tury of Success. You owe it to yourself to 
investigate. Act NOW/ 


Auto Courses 
Included 
FREE! 


ru pay your Rail- 
H. C. LEWIS, President 
COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 
1300-10 W. Harrison Street 

Dept. C7-84, Chicago, Illinois. 
Dear H.C.—I sure want one of those big hand- 
some 12x15 books, with 151 actual photographs 
printed in two colors. Send it quick. I'll be look- 
ing for it on the next mail. I want the facts with- 
out placing me under any obligation. P 8 
and tell me all about the Free Railroad Fare 
Two Free Courses. 


f you act quick. 
And right now I 
am including ab- 
solutely free 
extra charge m: 


complete Radi i 


COYNE 


ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 


Dept. C7-84 1300-10 W. Harrison St., CHICAGO, ILL. 


Electricity. 
Glip Coupon 
Now! 


Weeks 
|__| 
= 
Your 
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Money 


F I ONLY had the money! This thought 

is continually ringing in my ears and 
flashing through my mind 

To begin with, I am married; a house- 
wife with three children. One six years, 
one four years and one, one year old today. 
Quite a family isn’t it? And when I tell 
you I am only twenty-three years old, I 
can almost hear you gasp 

Yes, I am only twenty-three years old. 
When I married I was sixteen. I might call 
myself the girl of the blighted youth. If 
one would call the past seven years youth. 

It would be better I think to explain the 
first love madness that came my way. 
It came in the form of « very 
romantic young man Dark 
dreamy eyes, wavy hair — 
white teeth that a well shaped 1] 


been able to catch up with us or we with 
it. First we saved for our furniture, before 
that was paid our first baby came. Then 
we had the furniture bills plus the expense 
of a child to meet. When we _ had 
nearly paid these bills a second child ar- 
rived and immediately I became ill and was 
practically an invalid for eighteen months. 
This necessitated the care of a physician 
and finally a specialist. Our bill ran not 
up into dollars, but hundreds of dollars. 
But we did not weaken; we set a stiff upper 
lip and continued to grind away. 
Everything went on smoothly until work 
became dull and before we realized it, we 
found ourselves minus an income and right 
when we were expecting another baby. 
Well do I remember the night the blow fell 


Blame the Wife 


HAVE been both a discarded wife and 

the “other woman”. 

My first husband became isfatuated with 
a cabaret singer and before he could recover 
I had made her a present o: him, all tied 
up in tissue paper and pink ribbons. 

The judge was stunned when I told him 
I did not want alimony! Ail I wanted was 
the absolute custody of my baby. 

I left that court-room with my head 
high, proud to know that I had the respect 
of every one there and of all my friends. 

How I despised the woman that can 
only hold her husband because she has the 
law on her side! Where is her pride? She's 
just too darned lazy to get out 
and work! 

I worked for two years and 
took care of my baby all by 


smiling mouth often revealed. 1} s . myself. I remarried, but soon 
| 

To a girl of sixteen what do Tell Your Life Story ma Letter left, because my husband was 

vou imagine this meant ? Every- 1] not good to my little girl 

thing. Yes, he was my first pes this office each month come some of the most | Again I did not ask for ali- 

and only sweetheart—my hus- remarkable human documents it has ever been an mony. I went back to work, 


band. A man of the world, in } 
spite of his scant twenty-two | 
years A man buffeting the 
world from the age of thirteen } 
\ man with twenty-six months 
of army service who had tasted 
of the evils of the world and 
was anxious to turn to cleanli- 
ness and purity 

It was love at first sight— 
that madness of ours Ro- 
mance and love on my part 
and leve minus romance on his 
I saw in him what every girl 
of sixteen dreams of as her 
ideal, and he saw in me what 
men expect and wish for in || 
the girl they choose for their 
life mate 

Consequently, with all these 
glamorous features standing 
out to cover up trom our 
view the years of toil, strife, 
sickness and responsibility 
we failed to see the danger 
signal 

If ever there is a time peo- 
ple should stop and consider it | 


is at this critical time—the 
time before entering matri- 
mony 

Stop, look, listen should be 1| 
printed in large letters on every 
marriage license sheet Love == 
comes first and if one has the 
honest-to-goodness kind, con- 
sideration will follow on its heels. They go 
hand in hand. But these are not enough 
to insure perfect happiness and harmony. 
Money is also necessary 

By money I don’t mean a million or one- 
half million or one-fourth million. By 
money, I mean enough to provide a com- 
fortable home, comfortably furnished, a car 
and a few hundred dollars in the bank to 
off-stand a crisis. That is what I mean by 
money If one has more—all the better, 
but if one has less—wee be to him. 

“Woe be to you,” has stung us in the face 
for seven years Why? Because our mar- 
riage had but two pillars when it should 
have had three. We had the two first but 
the third and strongest, we lacked 

We married without it and it has never 


editor's privilege to read. These documents are not 
typewritten, they are not studied efforts at compo- 
sition, they are not ordinary confessions. They are the | twelve years but I have no 
simple and sincere outpourings of human hearts in 
letters to the editor of this magazine. 
tell stories of life, pointed, poignant, often tragic. | 
Problems that go to the very bottom of life itself. 


interesting we have received in the last month. 
will continue to publish letters of this kind each 
month on the page under the heading “Heart 
Throbs.” For the best letter we will pay ten dollars 
| and for each other letter published, we will pay five || 
dollars. | 
| 


The letters will be printed with very little editing 
so that the readers of this magazine will get the frank 
| and unstudied stories of troubled—and let us hope- 
happy souls. 


and am now in love with my 
employer, and he loves both 
me and my daughter. 

He has been married for 


conscience whatever about 
breaking up his home. Any 


These letters woman deserves to lose her 


husband when she feeds him 
out of tin cans, and allows 
him to pin his underwear to- 
gether with safety pins, 


The editors have long wanted to give these letters || That’s my answer, plainly 
from SOME of our readers to ALL of our readers. 
So on this page we are printing some of the most 
We 


and to the point. 
However, were he a father, 
I should check out, but she 
has refused him that pleasure. 
| So I feel perfectly justified in 
what I am doing. 
| Nine times out of ten, it is a 
woman's own fault if she loses 
| her husband, and this thing of 
blaming some other woman 
makes me laugh.—L. M. 


Girls Don't Love 


AM a young man of this 


so-called useless generation. 


upon us. Only two weeks before Christ- 
mas. How sad we were at the thought of 
our babies’ meager holiday to which they 
had looked forward with high expectation 
doomed now to bitter disappointment. 


JeINALLY the cloud lifted. Enough at 
least to meet the burden of another 
child if not that of our debts. Now another 
year has past and we find ourselves hemmed 
in on all sides by bills, bills, bills! 

Will this life ever hold anything better 
for us? I wonder? 

When the hours are the darkest and our 
wedded life seems to totter on its two 
pillars, I think what it could have been 
with the third brace, called money! 

—D. A. T. 
6 


I was born and raised in a 

prominent city in Texas. My 
family was of the average type, just fairly 
well-to-do. I was fortunate enough to get 
part of a college education. Education and 
the era in which I live have caused me to 
view the world with all the cynicism of dis- 
illusioned youth. 

Fron birth I have been as homely as a 
mud fence. Ears that stick out at an angle 
of forty-five degrees, a big florid nose and 
lean, sallow cheeks have all had their part 
in contributing to my attitude. IT am six 
feet two inches tall and so painfully thin 
that I am transparent. I have been com 
plimented on only two redeeming things, 
the arch of my eye brows and an ability 
to wield a wicked Charleston. 

When I reached an eligible age the handi- 
cap of looks was forcibly brought home to 
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True Stories Told in Letters 
from Smart Set Readers 


me. Immediately I set out to overcome it. 
[ reasoned this way: “If I can develop a 
vinning personality I can make the girls 
forget my looks.” That was another error 
of mine! Yes, I developed a personality, 
but look what happened! 

I immediately found that I could secure 
them as friends. That was encouraging. I 
-aid to myself, “Brother, you're sitting 
pretty.” It should have been “pretty bum.” 
| didn’t want them as friends. I had a 
perfectly normal interest in the opposite 
ex. It was too late for the dirty work had 
been done. 

I found myself deluged with girl friends 
in the proper meaning of the word. My 
issociation with girls became rather extraor- 
dinary. At the age of nineteen I became 
a sort of “father confessor.” Girls came to 
me for advice. They would tell me things 
that they would not tell their mothers! I 
was looked upon as a creature to whom all 
‘roubles and woes could be confided with a 


Does This -Modern 


AM a modern girl and I want to tell 

you what I know about us—what Ann 
and I both know now. Ann, who is just 
twenty-one and ambitious to be known as 
a good fellow, had been talking to me 
about the people who have criticized the 
modern girl. She said: 


What gets my goat is that these folks 
who are talking about us are either old 


naids who have never been kissed, or 
they're men who have toppled over the 
iagged edge of fifty with a grouch against 
women. Now, if-someone our age would 
take the subject and treat it with a little 
first hand information, instead of leaving 
it to a lot of old fogies, it might make some 
impression.” She laughed. “Why,” said 
she, “don’t you do it?” 

Our discussion had dealt with our mod- 
erns and their modernities. It had started 
over an article written by a woman who 
has never married and who, to all appear- 
ances, has the idea that a woman who has 
“stepped out,” has lost practically every- 
thing worth while. 

“You would know what you were talk- 
ing about,” Ann continued, rising and tuck- 
ing a stray lock beneath her hat with a 
pretty little gesture. “Bye, darling. I’m 
off for tea with Teddy. He has a new copy 
of ‘Here’s How’ and all the ingredients. If 
I fall in the door tonight would you mind 
guiding me to bed?” 

When the door closed behind her, I sat 
and looked at it, pondering her last remark. 
Ann seldom says anything that is worth 
pondering, but there was a grain of sense 
in what she said. 

I was born in 1905. I am an only child 
and I have loudly claimed all the privileges 
of an only child. I have been painstakingly 
and quite thoroughly spoiled by parents 
who realized, even in the spoiling process, 
that I would be a problem when I reached 
the problematical age. I fulfilled their ex- 
pectations with a vengeance. 

I was at the right age to be swept into 
the post war whirlpool of gaiety. I have 
been properly blotto, binged, or whatever 
your pet name for it may be on every known 
variety of cocktail. 

I have reached home many times with 
my knees raw and sore from kneeling on 


surety of sympathy and advice. Stories I 
have heard would read like certain true 
magazines. 

But I digress. Girls seemed to like me 
because I talked to them instead of eternally 
trying to make love. They said I was dii- 
ferent. I was in that I never made mean- 
ingless love and wasn’t quite as silly as the 
average boy. I tried to appeal to them 
mentally. The few times I fell in love I was 
invariably met with, “Why, Ed, I like you 
more as a friend.” The funny part was 
that they actually meant it. Since then I 
have given up in disgust. 

My homeliness may have been a blessing 
to me in that I have been able to know 
girls as few men have. Until some miracle 
changes my features or some girl goes crazy 
and falls in love with me I shall adopt the 
old motto, “Nobody loves a homely man.” 

I wish I were handsome so the girls 
would be girls instead of friends to me!— 
D 


Girl Tell the Truth? 


the gravel path in front of a roadhouse, 
shooting craps. 

I have been arrested many times for 
speeding. I have been arrested twice with 
young men who were speeding and for 
driving when under the influence of liquor 
—once with the complication of being 
without a driver's license 

I have smoked as many cigarettes as the 
average young man of my age. 

I have danced until it was necessary for 
my escort to carry me from his roadster 
into my house because I could not walk. 

I have been at roadhouses and supper 
clubs and tumbled in an undignified manner 
out the side window, minus my wrap, to 
escape the arm of blue coated raiders 

I have been at parties that lasted through 
the night and into the middle of the next 
day. 

I am not yet twenty-two years old. 

I am qualified to discuss the problems of 
modern girls, because ] know them. Am I 
standing up and shouting: loudly that the 
modern girl is on the road to a free, new 
and better understanding? I am not. 

I turn traitor. 

I am a frightened Judas! 

We are cutting our own throats! Men 
are accepting us as we ask them to: As 
equals. There is no story that they hear 
in the privacy of their gymnasium locker 
rooms that they da not feel free to pass 
on to us! 

Last week, I accompanied a gentleman 
somewhat older than I am to call on a 
well-known New York newspaper woman. 
She has a son about my age. Bill, my 
companion, rang the bell of the apartment. 
We waited about five minutes and the door 
was opened approximately an eighth of 
an inch. The tip of a young man’s nose 
appeared in the aperture. 

“Where is Mrs. ?” said Bill. 

“She went to Atlantic City last night,” 
said the tip of the nose. “What did you 
want? Was it important?” 

Bill is a genial soul. He just grinned 
and said that the sole import of his visit 
was the hope of wringing a cocktail from 
the shaker of Mrs. 

It was a magic word. The door was 
flung wide and the young man admitted us 
with a genuflexion. 
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“Just in time,’ said he. “I was just 
mixing one.” He was a (friend of 
Mrs. ——’s son. 

I walked into the living room to con- 
front one of the prettiest young women | 
had seen since the last time I feasted my 
eyes at the cinema. She was blonde, her 
hair cropped close and nicely waved. Her 
eyes were long and very blue. Her lips 
were carmined heavily but effectively. She 
wore a gold blouse and an abbreviated ac- 
cordion plaited skirt that was short enough 
to show a lovely pair of legs clad in sheer- 
est silk. She looked as though she might 
have stepped out of one of Park Avenues 
nicest homes as a débutante of this season. 

Three days before, he had met the lovely 
blonde vision beside me at ten in the morn- 
ing and married her at five that afternoon. 
He proceeded to detail the occurrences of 
their bridal night with relish. I felt that 
she was under a strain of embarrassment. 
All at once, I saw her set her teeth, de- 
liberately change her state of mind and 
play up to him. Her more discreet emo- 
tions were buried under the necessity of 
being a good fellow. For a solid half hour, 
they threw commonplaces about the most 
sacred night of their lives back and forth 
in the faces of two total strangers. 

He said to Bill, “I don’t know what the 
hell I’m going to do with her now that I’ve 
got her. I haven’t a dime nor a job.” 

“Oh—hon,” she said, softly. 

“Well, I haven’t,” he said bluntly. “She 
hasn’t eaten since breakfast—and—” He 
grinned and pulled out a solitary dollar bill. 
“This is my bank roll.” 

“You'd better take her to your father,” 
said Bill. 

“My old man would throw her out the 
window if I took her up to his office,” the 
boy said. Then he grinned again. “It’s on 
the eighth floor.” 

I felt a sudden sick surprise when she 
looked at him tenderly and said, “Oh—never 
mind, hon. This is our honeymoon. We'll for- 
get it for tonight. We'll manage somehow.” 

He had honored her with his name, a 
gold band and some drunken, unthinking 
vows! That was the secret. 

“Yes,” said Hon. “I'll get you a good 
job.” He turned to Bill again. “I was 
out all night last night,” he said. 

The tears started to the girl’s eyes. “He 
didn’t call me or tell me where he was,” she 
said to me. “Only the second night we 
were married!” 

That is where our modernity is leading 
us, although maybe this is an unusual case. 
It is not exaggerated. It is even softened, 
because some of his conversation would not 
bear printing—but he had married her. 

We have to call a halt. Nothing on earth 
can save us but our own weapons. We 
cannot compete with these males in 
brutality and frankness. Femininity must 
again become feminine, at least mentally. 
If it does not, we are going to find our- 
selves sitting in a night club with the air 
foul with smoke and whiskey fumes. 

We will wonder then what it is all about; 
why the world has changed so radically and 
left us stranded. Men are still much the 
same. If they have changed, it is we wo 
have changed them. We will be forced to 
educate them back again, because even 
modernity will see a time on the shady side 
of the twenties when a home and babies 
are the most desirable things of all the 
desirable things in the world—H. W., New 
York City 
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Good news for the 


man 


If you are supporting a large family, here's 
good news for you. Listerine Tooth Paste, the 
finest achievement of dental science, costs but 
25c for a large tube. 

Those who have paid up to soc for other 
dentifrices can now have whiter teeth and 
save $3 per year per person by using Listerine 
Tooth Paste. Think how that mounts up in 
a large family with everybody using tooth 


LISTERINE 


supporting a family 


paste every day. Worth considering, isn’t it? 

In Listerine Tooth Paste is a marvelous new 
polishing agent that gets teeth gleaming white 
in quicker time than ever before. 

Also included are fifteen other ingredients 
to keep gums firm and healthy and the mouth 
sweet and refreshed. You will be delighted 
the minute you try it. Your druggist has it. 
Lambert Pharmacal Co., St. Louis, U.S.A. 
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QO. O. MAN T YRE’S Best True Story This Month 


Fate Gives Mr. 
McIntyre a Peep 
into the Life of a 
Broadway Cin- 
derella 


Photo by Blank & Scroliers 


Butterfly 


T WAS during that placid period of the late nineties when 
| young bloods sat high in shiny gigs and drove spanking 
bays up and down Fifth Avenue. 

The Four Hundred had not become the Five Thousand. 
Red-fronted five-and-ten-cent stores and other commercial 
abracadabra had not begun to peep through the sullen splendor 
of the most aristocratic thoroughfare in the world. 

In the barber shop of the Holland House were three mani- 
cure girls. Two were of a nondescript type and have nothing 
to do with this story. The third was one of those fragile and 
beautiful Corsican girls often found in an East Side tenement. 

Day after day the Corsican beauty sat at her spindly glass- 
topped table polishing aristocratic nails. 

Up in the mirrored bar one afternoon a group of silk stock- 
inged ydung blue-bloods were discussing a smart bail to be 
given in one of the most exclusive avenue homes the following 
evening. There dropped in suddenly a member of their set— 
a personable youth unexpectedly home from a protracted 
shooting trip in Africa. A rich and handsome young aristocrat. 

The host of the ball clapped him on the shoulder and in- 
sisted he should be present. He explained all of the girls he 
knew were supplied with escorts and he would come alone. 

“No,” vehemently insisted the host, “you must bring a lady.” 

A half hour later by chance, he was sitting at the beauty’s 
manicure table downstairs. The obvious idea struck him—a 
prankish idea that appealed to him as a lark. He explained 
his dilemma, sought her aid and she half accepted. Her hesi- 
tancy was natural. She had no clothes with which to mingle 


with the swells. 


He routed that suggestion in a jiffy and when she left her 
work that evening she met him at the salon of the most fash- 
ionable dressmaker of the day on lower Fifth Avenue. The 
dressmaker, an artist, saw the possibilities in his customer 
and caught the idea. He arrayed her in a breath-taking 
ensemble. 

So the next evening in a handsome carriage, like Cinderella 
she was taken to one of those turreted mansions glowing with 
lights where the most magnificent ball of the day was held. 


HE was beautiful. She had a fetching European manner— 

and she was dressed with exquisite artistry. Necks craned, 
murmurs swung from lip to lip and scions of great wealth 
sought introductions. She was presented as Princess Soandso. 
She was the belle of the ball. 

In the gathering was a strikingly handsome youth—then in 
his early twenties and heir to one of America’s biggest fortunes. 
He fell head over heels in love. But that night Cinderella 
went back to her room—five flights up and all the way back. 
And the next morning she was at her manicure table. In a 
month the young man found her. 

I should like to end this tale with a touch of happiness. But 
this is a true story and the truth is often ugly. Cinderella 
did not become his wife. She became something else—only to 
be discarded and pensioned when her youth and beauty faded. 
Thousands who go to Monte Carlo know her. I saw her only 
recently. She is one of those skinny, old, grasping creatures at 
the roulette table—cackling over a few francs won or drench- 
ing despair with brandy at a few francs lost. 
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BURKE O’NEAL 
Known as Flame of the Desert 


Beginning: 
cAn American Girl's 
OWN STORY 
Love and -Adventure in 
OLD ALGIERS 


EVE MARLEY 
Whose Beauty Fired Two Wild Hearts 


sun, as I cantered up the trail to my father’s iow-roofed 
home. 

As far as I could see, the sands stretched to the distant hazy 
horizon; the sky seemed to brood over a vast desolation. 

I pushed on through the dry, sparse grass, the tafasa, and 
came in sight of the house. 

It was difficult even after six months in Algeria, to realize 
that this was really my home—this house with the turrets of 
green and amber tiles, and the low, flat roof, parched to snowy 
whiteness under the sun’s endless blaze. 

Years ago, a powerful and wealthy Arab from the hills had 
built this house by the sea. There he had installed his girls 
with their henna-tipped fingers, their dark eyes made darker 
with kohl, and here with his wealth piled up around him, among 
beautiful hammered brasses and soft rich rugs, he had passed 
his days in peace and meditation. 

That had been long ago. My father, then a young consul 
at Algiers, had secured the place for very little. He had given 
up his diplomatic career and settled down as a pearl fisherman 


T= desert sweltered in the heat of the late afternoon 
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DIANE DECASSE 
A French Dancer Who Was Jealous 


of the blue waters between the mainland and Bahrein Island. 

The sea, the pearl-fishermen’s huts and the lateen-rigged 
fishing boats, were before our doors, and behind us the im- 
penetrable desert with its heat, its cruelty and its fascination. 

My mother had died of the coast fever when I -was quite a 
small girl and my father had sent me to America to live with 
his relatives and be educated there. But the mysterious spell 
of the desert had drawn him, and now he could not leave. 

I grew up, and made friends, and had my share. of school- 
girl experiences. The exotic land in which I had been born 
seemed very dim to me, so that when I received word from 
my father to come and join him out there it was with a 
strange feeling of excitement. 

AD I known what was to happen to me in that old and 

weary land, my excitement would have been mixed with 
terror. Perhaps it is well for all of us that we cannot read 
the future. 

Algiers with its bazaars, its tortuous streets, where all the 
races of the world seemed to mingle for barter, fierce Tuaregs, 


An Arab Chief Whose Love Ran a Strange Course 


Bedouins in enormous head-dresses, gandurahs or brilliantly 


red chechias, Berbers and blacks and Morroccan chiefs. This 
market place was the last scene of noise and activity I was to 
recall when I journeyed to my father’s home. 


I WAS shocked to find how old and gray he had become. He 
was even frail, and his mild eyes with their faintly worried 
look told me he was probably the prey of the shrewd Orientals 
among whom he lived. 

Everything was going to wrack and ruin. Only Ali, the 
major-domo, seemed concerned or anxious to help. The 
bearded foreman of the pearl divers was openly insolent, and 
cheated and lied with contemptuous ease, knowing my father 
was powerless to master him. 

Perhaps it was well for me that I could throw myself into 
these problems, for otherwise the days of monotony and sul- 
try heat would have almost driven me mad. 

As it was, I set myself to learn the difficult dialects, and 
tried to see that my father was cheated as little as possible. 

In three months’ time, by some miracle, I had actually suc- 
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There I saw two figures—Captain O'Neal and Diane 
Decasse. The Frenchwoman was in the Irishman's 
arms and he was holding her close 


12 


ceeded in putting things into better working order 

But tonight as I rode home through the still air, a 
strange feeling of sadness was in my heart. Surely | 
couldn’t go on living out here all my life. I wanted 
something—romance, life, friends, and it seemed to me 
these were the last things that the desert offered 

I imagined the quiet evening before me. The breeze 
would sweep across the land and rustle the hangings 
at my bedroom window. I would smell that strange 
heavy, indescribable odor which seemed to belong to 
the desert alone. 


} Py look out of my window at skies thick 
with stars and see the dark Mediterranean water 
that washes the northern coast of Africa 

But I was lonely and impatient, and felt as if I were 
buried alive out here. I kicked at my horse’s flanks, 
and struck into a sharper pace. I was nearly at the 
gates now. What was the matter with me? Why 
was I so discontented? 

I looked down ruefully at my costume and won- 
dered whether any of my friends in far-off America 
would have recognized me. I looked more like a boy 
than a girl in my linen riding-clothes. I was brown 
and wiry from these months of hard exercise in the 
open. It seemed to me I wasn’t really Eve Marley 
but some new, strange girl who had lived in this 
desolate place all her life. 

As I turned my horse over to a servant, and saun- 
tered towards the house, my father came out to meet 
me. 

“Eve,” he said nervously, “I have some news. Mo- 
hammed El! Rani is coming here tomorrow with a great 
caravan!” : 

“Mohammed El Rani!” I repeated. I had heard 
often of the governor of the province who was re- 
ported to be in constant touch with the warlike Sultan 
of Mascar. 

“But what's he coming here for, father?’’ I asked. 

“T don’t know. The man who brought the news says 
he’s on his way into the interior. El Rani never lets 
his business get about, but they say that Flame of the 
Desert is with him.” 

“Flame of the Desert?” I said. I was still unused 
to some of the flourishing and symbolic names of the 
Oriental chieftains. ‘Who's he?” 

“He’s a white man, but no one knows much about 
him. The desert is a place where many men come to 
hide their secrets. This man’s a great fighter I’ve 
heard. I know nothing else about him.” 

That evening I saw my father was worried more 
than he cared to show. It was plain he looked on this 
forthcoming visit with anything but ease. I tried to 
tell him that nothing would happen, and there was no 
need to worry. Certainly El Rani would not bother 
us, beyond using us for a night’s hospitality. 

In the morning I had something else to think about 
besides the probable visit of El Rani. Ali brought me 
word that the men had refused to work that day, be- 
cause of an evil omen. 


SUSPECTED laziness was probably the real reason, 

and as soon as I had had coffee, I ordered my pony 
saddled, put on the light cork helmet that screened 
my entire face, and set off at a gallop. 

No use telling my father anything, at least not until 
it was over. I gritted my teeth as I thought of that 
foreman with his lies and his perpetual, sweet smile. 
I'd just show him. 

My pony dashed down the sand trail, past the last 
hummocks, to the fishermen’s huts. It was a blue, 
burning day. In front of me were the little rows of 
huts, then the small estuary with the sailing boats rid- 
ing at anchor. 

My eye lighted immediately on a great black, whose 
skin gleamed like polished ebony 

“What do you mean, Felshazzar,” I said, “by not 
going to work? Why aren't all the boats out?” 

He scowled. “Shark water,” he said. “I no go 
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there, shark water today. Last night the moon ring 
crimson. It is evil.” 

| argued and stormed as if he were a small child, 
but it was useless. I knew if I give in on this one 
point, I might have to give way on many others. From 
the doorways of the huts the men had appeared, watch- 
ing us in twos and threes, shading the sunlight from 
their eyes. 

Felshazzar stubbornly insisted that the first _diver 
who went down today would certainly be devoured by 
i shark. Then I had what I thought was a brilliant 
inspiration. 

| mustered my few words of Arabic and with these 
and gestures tried to make him understand. 

“Very well,’ I said. “I will break this evil charm. 
| myself will go down first and return with a handful 
of shell. When you have seen for yourself that the 
shark will not touch me, you will acknowledge your 
folly, and begin your work.” 

His eyeballs rolled in his head. He made an im- 
ploring gesture, but I would not listen. Fortunately 
in one of the huts which I used myself, I had a bath- 
ing suit. I hurriedly donned this and rowed out to 
the nearest of the fishing boats. 

The natives had gathered to watch, muttering among 
themselves, startled and curious and tense. I paused. 
then dived from the sloop into the blue, transparent 
waters. My hands struck the weeds of the bottom. I 
clutched a handful of sand, and found my fingers had 
closed around a single oyster shell. 

But it would be enough to show I had reached the 
bottom. My eardrums already seemed bursting and 
1 knew I could not stay under many seconds longer. 
As I allowed myself to come towards the surface, a 
great grey shape seemed to come suddenly out of no- 
where. 


ERROR froze my blood. It was a man-eater, a 

monster whose cruel eyes surveyed me for a mo- 
ment of hesitation as if trying to determine whether or 
not I was defenseless. By a strange chance the super- 
stition of the natives was justified. I had not even 
reached the surface yet. I closed my eyes. I think I 
tried to pray. 

Then suddenly my head was above the surface and 
1 drew in a breath of air gratefully, yet with the fear 
in my heart that it might be my last. 

I had come up almost forty feet from the sloop. At 
that moment a cry rose on the air. Turning my head 
as I struggled to swim to the boat, I saw that the 
great shark had risen with me, and his dorsal fin cut 
a swift path past me; then he turned and came back. 
Twice he seemed to circle, before making an attack, 
while I desperately used every ounce of my strength 
in the hope of reaching the boat. 

Then at last the fin shot directly towards me as if 
the monster had made up its mind. I knew instinc- 
tively that in another instant this tiger of the sea would 
have me between its ferocious jaws. I could do noth- 
ing! 

A sharp report rang out, then two more in quick 
succession. The shark half rose from the water, rolled 
over and over, and slowly sank while a dull crimson 
mingled like oil with the calm water. In three more 
strokes I had reached the sloop, and the natives had 
drawn me on board. 

Almost fainting, I sank down. In my hand I was still 
carrying the shell I had brought up from the sea-bed. 
A native took it from me. My eyes went to the shore, 
and I saw to whom I owed my escape from a terrible 
death. 

A man was sitting on a black horse, a white man 
wearing a dusty, campaign uniform. A still smoking 
rifle rested on his saddle bow. , 

I was still sick from the shock and fear I had passed 
through as the native boy rowed me ashore, but even 
then my eyes went wonderingly to, the stranger who 
had saved my life. 

He was lean and weather- [Continued on page 76] 


The figures blurred before my eyes and a sick sensation 
came over me. I was bitterly jealous and the light of the 
sun had gone out 
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ROSE indignantly and left Henry Storm’s office 

| when I at last understood what he was trying to say. 

He had been so quiet, so composed as he began 

that he was well along in his preposterous announcement 

before I realized that this middle-aged, rather fat, 

slightly bald man with whom I, as president of the 

Community Music Club, had worked for six weeks, was 
making love to me 

He began on our usual note—the opera season on 
which the club had set its heart and which he had helped 
us to plan. 

“T'll be leaving here in a day or two now, Mrs. 
Cramer—getting back to New York. You ladies have 
everything you want, haven’t you? Your open-air 
theater, your contract signed with my best company?” 

“Thanks to you, Mr. Storm,” I said gratefully. “We 
could never have done it without your help. Of course 
you must be getting back to New York. Mr. Cramer has 
wondered at our good fortune in having the president of 
the Orpheus Company handle this matter himself. He says 
you have a staff of employees whose business it is to attend 
to these affairs for you.” 

Storm’s heavy-lidded eyes lifted slightly and I saw again 
the odd dilation of pupil which I had occasionally noticed 
before 

“Why does your husband think—what reason does he sug- 
gest for my handling it myself?” 

“Well—” I hesitated. It is so difficult to know just what 
annoys a man about business. “Those gas fields north of the 
city—perhaps you are interested in them?” 

My rising inflection was not so much a question as an 
apology. I knew that rumor credited Storm with rather un- 
scrupulous methods of adding to his millions. Perhaps he 
would think I was hinting at something like that. I didn’t 
want to hurt his feelings. He had been so kind and generous 
to us all 


‘Dawings from Life 
By RAY SISLEY 


The great man was saying mad, unbelievable things. 
“Sally, I love you. Say you love me a little bit. I'll 
give you everything you want, little Sally.” 
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The Great Man Always Got What He Wanted 
and ‘Dazzled My Husband With ‘Dreams of ‘Ruches 


He regarded me silently from under heavy, half-closed lids. 
A faint flicker of a smile seemed to indicate his recognition 
of the contrast between us. I am as slight as he is paunchy. 
His chestnut-colored eyes looked into my gray ones. The 
heavy bulk of his face confronted the slenderness of mine. 
He was like a huge boulder on the edge of a waterfall. 


- OUR husband thinks I’ve made your theater and opera 
season here an excuse to cover my real interest? Well, 
he’s right, I have. I’ve done just that. I’ve had an interest 
here from the first day I came that made me glad to use the 
opera for an excuse to stay on. But it isn’t the gas fields.” 
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I waited politely to see if he wished to tell me 
about it. I owed him at least a simulated interest 
in his own concerns in return for the warm sym- 
pathy he had given the affairs of the Music Club. 
Gas fields, or coal fields—it didn’t matter to me 
what kept the famous producer in Charlesville until 
its open-air theater was assured. 

I knew it was chance which brought him there 
in the beginning. He had come to Warren, a little 
town near Chariesville, to help his mother celebrate 
her ninetieth birthday. He had told me about that 
mother who had “raised eleven brats to be mil- 
lionaires. Every one of them rolling in money.” 

I had been greatly amused at this naive state- 
ment. I could picture to myself the sleek, over- 
dressed men and women who with their sleek hus- 

bands and wives had come from 
all parts of the country to do 
honor to this tiny, wrinkled wo- 
man who had “raised them to 
be millionaires.” It placed Henry 
Storm so accurately for me— 
crude, kindly, elemental. Senti- 
mental, too, for the tears had 
come into those curious eyes of 
his as he described to me this 
“wonderful mother, God bless 
her!” 

On his way back to New York 
he had four hours to wait in 
Charlesville and the busy brain 
that never forgot anything con- 
nected with business reminded 
him that the city was contem- 
plating a season of outdoor 
opera. It had been many years 

since he had “landed” a contract for him- 
self. He felt a sudden impulse to discover 
whether or not the old technique was effec- 
tive. He called the Chamber of Commerce, 
learned the name of the woman who headed 
the Music Club and so came about our 
first meeting. 


E WENT on to New York that night, 

but two weeks later he returned and 
established himself in a suite of offices in Charlesville. He 
threw himself into the work of securing the theater with as 
much ardor as did I, myself. The city council had tacitly 
promised an appropriation for its construction, but the mayor, 
who objected on principle to anything the council proposed, 
spoke with heavy patriotism of the added burden to the tax- 
payer. In the frenzy of discussion which followed, the original 
issue would have been lost sight of and the building of the 
theater postponed had it not been for Henry Storm and his 
check-book. 

It was the first time I had glimpsed the enormous power of 
money. No matter what difficulties were encountered, Storm 
swept them carelessly from his path. A telegram, a long 
distance call—“Henry Storm speaking”—a brief interview, and 
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the obstacle vanished completely 

The councilman who held out 
against resurfacing the road lead- 
ing to the park reconsidered the 
matter when Storm’ conferred 
with the directors of his company 


rhe pillar of the church who 
made public protest against the 
Sunday production of the opera 


had a change of heart after Storm 
had “presented the matter in a 
new light” and incidentally given 
his firm the contract for printing 
the opera programs. No, cer- 
tainly Charlesville would not have 
had its open-air theater this year 
if Storm hadn't taken charge of 
the matter 


S° I WAITED politely for the 
president of the Orpheus Com- 
pany to explain wherein lay his 
real interest in my city 

“I’m forty-eight and I've never 


loved a woman before. You'll 
think that’s bunk I’m _ handing 
you, but it’s the honest-to-God 


truth, Mrs. Cramer. I don’t mean 
there haven't been women in my 
life. I was a ticket taker in a 
circus and manager of a street 
carnival and owner of a vaude- 
ville circuit before I climbed up 
to where I am now. I've lived 
. rough life and I've and 
heard and done a lot of things I 
wouldn't like to have you know 
about.” 

Even then I didn’t understand 
I thought he had fallen in love 
with some Charlesville girl and 
was asking my help in his wooing. 
Who could it be? Toni Harris? 
Mary Clark? Mimi Martin? It 
must be Mimi. She had been with 
us in the office more often than 
the other girls of the Music Club 
But good heavens! Mimi and a 
former carnival owner! I sup- 
pressed an inclination to laugh. It 
wasn’t going to be funny for this 
poor, desperately-in-earnest man. 

“How do I impress a woman of 
your sort, Mrs. Cramer? Tell me 
irankly, please,” the great man 
demanded 

I surveyed him thoughtfully, 
interested in regarding him in this 
new light. How would he impress 
a woman—an exquisite, carefully reared woman like Mimi? 
He was always incredibly, miraculously clean. That was one 
thing in his favor. I had marvelled at the manner in which he 
went through the day, busy at the office; driving out to the 
park, interviewing the workmen, and remaining as immaculate 
through it all as though dust and dirt were not. 
i WAS an odd thing for which to praise a man, his personal 

cleanliness; but his was a special, fastidious cleanliness to 
which the best of tailored suits and the freshest of ties and 
lavish patronage of barber shop and boot-shining stands con- 
tributed. I had thought several times lately that Jim looked 
mussy by contrast when he came home at night. 


seen 


My voce stopped the rich man on his way to the dovr 
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Wait a 


with you? I mean me—the 


Jim would not shave except on alternate days, unless I 
made him. He said it made his face sore. Jim clung lovingly 
to some old rag of a tie until I took it from him forcibly. As 
for keeping his clothes pressed, not once in the twelve years 
of our married life had: he thought to send out a suit. It was 
always I who forestalled the baggy trousers and dust-streaked 
coats. But then, poor Jim! Spruceness like Henry Storm’s 
costs money. 

“Why, I don’t believe I can answer such a question, Mr. 
Storm. A man impresses women so differently, you know 
You've been so awfully kind to us here in Charlesville, I 
hope you know we're grateful. Our good wishes will go with 
you in whatever you undertake.” 
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town gets a theater: All 1 wanted 
was to be where I could see you 
every day. Sally! I love you so. 
Sally! Say you love me a little 
bit! Say you'll leave Jim Cramer 
and marry me! I'll give you 
everything you want, little Sally! 
Anything—cars, pearls, furs—” 

I tore myself from his arms 
and went through the door with- 
out a backward look. I heard it 
slam behind me but I did not re- 
member closing it. Just one 
thought beat through my brain— 
the need to get out of this build- 
ing as quickly as possible. 

I found my car, the shabby 
veteran of a dozen collisions, 
with its fender still crumpled 
from Jim’s latest bump, and got 
in and drove hastily home 


WAS mad clear through. Mad 
at Henry Storm and at myself, 


moment,” 1 commanded. 
woman you've just bought.” 


There! I had managed that very tactfully, I thought. I 
couldn’t tell him that the idea of his being in love with Mimi 
was too absurd for words. I stood up, drawing my loose 
gloves on, turning to pick up my purse and account books. 


te suddenly he was beside me, his arms about me, his 
heart bumping against my shoulder as he held me so close I 
He was saying mad, unbelievable things 
in a hurrying rush of speech. 

“What I’ve undertaken—and by God, I'll carry it through— 
is to make you love me, you wonderful, you perfect woman! 


could hardly breathe 


I went crazy about you the minute 1 saw you. I came back 
here just to be near you. Do you think I care whether this fool 


“Aren't you gomg to take your property 


at my silly innocence that had 
made such a scene possible. I 
might have known that a man 
of his sort didn’t spend six weeks 
of his busiest season catering to 
the whims of a group of women 
without a reason. Those hours 
in his expensive roadster, bought 
for use in Charlesville; those 
other hours in his office, I ab- 
sorbed in the details of our work, 
he—Heaven only knew what he 
had been thinking of when he sat 
across the table from me. I had 
been an idiot not to have seen 
through the matter before. But 
a fat, bald-headed circus man! 
How could I have dreamed that 
he would dare? 

Jim Cramer would have some- 
thing to say about this. Jim 
Cramer would tell this impudent 
millionaire that there were a few 
things in this world that his 
money couldn’t buy! 

My foot had pressed more and 
more heavily on the accelerator 
and the car was darting forward 
at an illegal speed. At the thought 
of Jim I slackened both my 
mental and physical tension. 
Twelve years of disappointment 
had not cured me of a wife’s in- 
stinctive leap of thought toward 
her husband in a crisis. 

I nad never consciously ac- 
knowledged to myself before that Jim was weak. The conscious 
part of my mind went right on keeping up the fiction of Jim’s 
forcefulness and ambition and strength long after the sub- 
conscious had made its clear-eyed judgment and dictated its 
consequent reactions. I said that Jim was a wonderful hus- 
band, kind and considerate and protective, but I knew that 
in every emergency of our married life he had failed me and 
that he would fail me now. 

What had fooled me in the beginning was Jim’s charm. His 
comradely grin which seemed to take it for granted that I 
felt as he did on all subjects; the pleasant little laughing 
wrinkles about his eyes; the thick mop of his hair, crisp and 
wavy and with that eager turbulence [Continued on page 120] 
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Here You “earn Flow the Planets 
Guide the Way to HAPPINESS 


se come to me in the mail, from far places of the 
earth, from a few streets away from my own studio, in 
many tongues and many handwritings: questions, un- 
happy or harrowed, questions, hopeful or trivial. 

In person I see many men and women highly placed in the 
world, who consult me upon issues of great importance, and 
many more, less fortunate, defeated and puzzled, seeking a 
way out of the complexities that build high walls of worry 
tround them 

It would be someone very blind indeed who, after such 
contacts, was not able to form a very definite opinion of 
what most of us seek in life, of the hungers and yearnings that 
are the pulse beat of humanity 

What sort of questions do these men and women ask me? 

\t first glance one would say it is impossible to answer that 
briefly, so varied are the individual longings and anxieties. 

Yet looking more closely, it becomes apparent that the 
questions can be more or less arranged in certain categories. 
or classes, and that the desires which actuate men and women 
of widely different characters and environments are not so 
very different after all! 

Foremost among them all comes perhaps the quest which 
underlies most human aspiration, the quest for love. If any- 
one doubted that it is love we all seek, he would merely need 
to turn astrologer to set his doubts at rest. 

In this, and other articles, I mean to try as far as it can be 
done in general terms, to answer these group questions from 
the viewpoint of the astrologer 

But one word of warning! Astrology, that old science, 
whose beginnings stretch far back into the dimmest corners 
of history and which makes its bow on the first page of 
recorded time, is not sufficient of itself. 


guides and teaches. But a knowledge of 

4 shades and contradictions, and an understanding of 

psychology must accompany the conclusions of the astrologer. 
Sometimes temperaments attract because of their opposite 

qualities, and a man 

and woman born 


under widely differ- 
ent zodiacal signs 
may possess. the 
traits which insure 
a lasting love. Again, 
slight variation 
may cause conflict 


and friction instead 
of harmony A 
woman and man 
may be perfect busi- 
ness partners when 
as a wife and hus- 
band they would be 
a total failure. The stars reveal the existence of such conditions. 
It is the business of the astrologer to chart the planetary 
influences which enable the use of understanding; the business 
of the psychologist or astrologist is to offer common sense 
advice based on that understanding. 
For example: There came into my studio not so long ago a 
girl of twenty-two. She was plainly nervous and unhappy. 


By Belle Bart 


The cause of her brooding did not prove difficult to discover. 

She told me her birthday was July Sth. (I shall not men- 
tion the year as I do not wish to betray any confidences.) 
Apart from the special planetary influences connected with 
the year of her birth, she shared the characteristics and 
limitations of all those born under the sign of Cancer, re- 
gardless of the year. The sign of Cancer governs those whose 
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Astrologer 


birth date occurs between June 21 and July 20, a period 
ruled or affected by the moon. 

And of all planetary influences this is the most beneficent 
in the matter of mating. The natives of Cancer are al- 
most invariably lovers of home and of an orderly routine exis- 
tence. Under this sign, for instance, President Coolidge was 
born, and his harmonious, domestic life was to be expected. 


The First of a of Articles 


on ASTROLOGY 
Written eyo That You Can 
UNDERSTAND Tiem 


Allied to anyone with the least sympathy or aims in common, 
the natives of Cancer are not likely to fail in marriage. And 
they are tenacious and do not give up what they have once 
made their own. 

The girl before me certainly embodied these traits. What 
was troubling her? Why was her case an exception? I saw 
at once that Saturn was influencing her chart. 


OUR months before she had made an impulsive marriage, 
and was now haunted by the fear that she had made a 
bitter mistake. 

I asked for her husband's birth date. It was May 28. The 
year was also given me. This would bring in the period that 
is in the province of Gemini and is ruled by Mercury. 

Then I asked the husband's occupation 

“He works in a bank.” 

The girl hurried on, anxious to tell me everything, once 
she had offered her first confidence. He was strangely ir- 
ritable, and unforgiving. He had hinted that he regretted his 
marriage and found her dull He was looking forward to his 
two weeks’ vacation with feverish anxiety. He spoke often 
of the good times he had had when he was younger, and 
seemed thoroughly discontented with his present life. 

“How did he happen to take a bank position with a chart 
like his?” I asked. 

“Oh, I made him do that. It’s so settled and nice. And I 
had an uncle who knew somebody in this bank. So Ted got 
the job.” 

I nodded. Then I began to explain, as carefully as I could, 
that their disagreement was not Ted’s fault any more than it 
was hers. It was the result only of a lack of scientific under- 
standing. 

The husband, whose sign was Gemini, like all Gemini people 
was in need of constant diversion, constant change. Stability 
to those born under this sign is only a kind of stagnation 
They soon regard the familiar with lassitude, even with con- 
tempt, but once they are active, and im a state of coming and 

going, of breaking 
contacts and mak- 
ing others, they are 
freshened and forti- 
fied. Their love na- 
ture is fickle. They 
like many _ people 
for different things 
and no one for very 
long at a time. 

Such a_ person 
would possess the 
loyalty that would 
cause him constant- 
ly to return to some- 
one whom he loved, 
but his temperament would almost demand frequent separa- 
tions simply to get a change ; 

Not perhaps the best of husbands, but essentially a charming 
person, brilliant, witty, vivid with life, but superficial 

I told this girl the correct method for procedure, if her love 
was important enough to her to retain. Immediately her hus- 
band must resign from his bank, from confining and monot- 
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onous lack of variation. 
say on a ship— 

But,” she interrupted, 
World War 


passenger or merchant ship. 


navy that he always talks!” 
‘Then your problem is 
one.” 


‘Of course he will not earn as much 


money.” 


‘You will not be able to hold him 
very long as he is situated today, no 
matter how much money he makes.” 

She went away thoughtfully. 
a letter from her five months later 
Ted was third officer on a boat sail- 
ing from New York to Liverpool. She 
was often lonely, but she was getting 
Perhaps she did not mind 


used to it 


If ne could only obtain a position 


“he was in the navy during the 
He could easily get an officer's position on a 


a simple 


controls those born between October 21 and November 20. 


These Scorpio people are directly affected by Mars, the 


keen, 


And it’s about his days in the possessive sense. 


I had 


because Ted seemed to love her now 
far more than he ever had _ before. Charlie 
The Gemini char- Chaplin 
acteristic was oper- 
ating “Out of sight” 
“In Mind.” 


This, you will see, 
is what I mean by 
applying the prin- 
ciples of psychology 
to a knowledge of 
planetary influences 
I have no doubt but 
that this young 
couple are destined 
for the happiest of 
marriages, and if 


the girl is, as she 
fays, sometimes 
lonely, that is the “““’™ 


price she must pay 

for her love. And even love 
demands a price—although 
I do not believe in sacrifice. 
I advised her to take up a 
course of study suited to her 
ability to keep her occupied. 

There is another and per- 
haps stranger case in point 
I should like to tell here. I 
have never heard from this 
source, but I still feel that 
I advised the right course 
of procedure. It was a 
strange and almost ironic 
meeting of psychological 
blendings, a case that would 
not occur very often, in 
which inharmonoius 
traits created a harmonious 
existence. 

A man wrote to me mak- 
ing an appointment. I 
never know what to expect 
in a client, whether he will 
be elderly and sedate, or a 
boy scarcely in his twenties, 
and it is not necessary that 
I should know 

This particular caller was 
about twenty-five. He in- 
formed me promptly that 
he was engaged to be mar- 
ried, and from his chart it 
was plain enough he was 
deeply in love. His birth- 
day was November 2. I 
shall again omit the year. 

This brings him under 
the sign Scorpio, the in- 
fluence which directs and 


Alice Roosevelt Joseph Caillaux. 


Longworth 


Mrs. Charlie Chaplin 
and her children 


» this article you will learn how Charlie Chaplin's 
stars predicted the failure of his marriage with Lita 
Grey, and you will see how Pola Negri will go contrary 
to her stars if she attempts to combine marriage and a 
career. Because Nicholas Longworth and Alice Roosevelt, 
perhaps unconsciously, followed the dictates of their stars, 
their marriage has been most successful. And, in the case 
of M. Caillaux the great French statesman, the stars show 
why the woman he married has stood by him loyally 
through his tempestuous career. Have you found your 
perfect mate yet? If not consult the stars! 
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planet of force and activity. 


Besides being determined and 
they are ambitious and magnetic and have a strong 
Their egotism while not objectionable is 


ever present, and they al- 
most seem to require a sus- 
taining flattery. 

An example of a Scorpio 
person is Theodore Roose- 
velt. He embodied to a high 
degree the characteristics I 
have mentioned. Theodore 
Roosevelt, whose planetary 
influences were splendid, was 
happily guided in his choice 
of a mate in both his early 
marriage and his second one. 

In each case he married a 
woman whose sign indicated 
that she was gentle, submis- 
sive, understand- 
ing, and well 
equipped to marry 
a man of a direct, 
ambitious tem - 
perament, with a 
nature easily in- 
clined to jealousy, 
a trait that lies 
latent in most 
Scorpio people. 

Roosevelt’s son- 
in-law, Nicholas 
Longworth, was 
also born under 
Scorpio, his birth- 
date being Novem- 
, -ber S. 

View Mr. Longworth’s 
long and successful political 
career has been coupled in 
the public eye with his 
happy marriage with Alice 
Roosevelt. Of her I shall 
speak later in this article. 

Mr. Longworth, himself, 
has all of the interesting 
traits of the definite indi- 
vidualist, which Scorpio 
grants to her natives. It 
would have been easy for 
him to have made a mis- 
take in marriage, but the 
stars guided him to a true 
union of happiness and un- 
derstanding with the native 
of a sign compatible in 
every way to his own. 

In a word the people of 
Scorpio are fiercely posses- 
sive, even, as I have said, 
to the point of an almost 
destructive jealousy. And 
in talking of such a client 
as Mr. Longworth, I must 
not forget the case of the 
young man whose story I 
have begun to tell here. In 
his case, his love-life seemed 
to present every sign of a 
furious and long-continued 
jealousy. And unlike Roose- 
velt and Longworth his am- 
bition was not sufficient to 
engross him completely. It 
seemed to me that there 
was danger ahead of him. 

Better far for him to love 
[Continued on page 108] 
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Gypsy Heart to Gypsy FHeart Ever the Wide World Over’ 


Is it any wonder that the strong man of the circus should fall for the lovely eid ome 


scene 1s 


Kerry is the handsome from “fie Unk and Joan ———. the reluctant lady 
Unknown,” the new M-G-M production. 
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It's a bear! Joan Crawford, li 
> family has a favorite child. 
| aa doll doesn't lead a dog's 
4 life. Even his com- 
: plexion is cared for 
Mollie O'Day's * ‘ 
little coal black 
of her doll family the prettiest dolls in the world. 


Is this Gwen Lee's own family 
or is she just playing Lady 
Bountiful to a lot of orphan dolls? 


Marion Davies looks 
more like the big sister 
of this attractive blonde 


doll % its mother. 


There's one black sheep in every flock but Mae Busch 
seems a bit worried about her queer black cat doll. 
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BearsalbDe Mille 
Knowing such beauty as Josephine Norman's should 
not be concealed, the camera man coaxed her from 

the shade of the old parasol to pose for him 


Patsy Ruth Miller didn't go to 
the beach to flirt with the sand- 
man nor did she take her 
parasol just to shade her eyes 


Warner Brothers 


Bearssilb-De Mille 


Perhaps you could find 
beth your “fortune” and 
your “fate under Jocelyn 
Lee’s umbrella 
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cAn Answer to the Question Every Woman Asks Herself 


These are the penetrating eyes of Elinor Glyn. Would you say her eyes gave her “IT”? 


Have YoU 


years ago to mean a certain 

thing, and now since my mov- 
ing picture came out, the word is 
in constant use. I want to explain 
more fully what I mean by “IT” 
and then we can go on to discuss 
whether or not it is possible to attain it and why people lose it. 

“IT” is that strange, magnetic something which emanates 
from certain personalities, rendering them tremendously 
attractive, not only to the opposite sex but to their own. 

It has sometimes been erroneously described as mere “sex 
appeal” but there are millions of human beings with strong 
sex appeal who have not a touch of “IT.” All sorts of beauti- 
ful stage favorites, both male and female, have great sex 
appeal but not more than one or two have “IT.” 


] COINED “IT” about twenty 


O HAVE this weird something you must first of all have 

absolute self confidence. It may be of the quietest sort, 
utterly inaggressive, but it must be true and not bluff. Then 
you must be quite unselfconscious and indifferent to the effect 
you are producing. 

The moment you think that you have “IT” and are trying 
to put it over, the thing vanishes. It does not depend upon 
beauty or physical charm, although these are effective adjuncts 
to the magnetism. The person with “IT” always gives the 
impression that he or she is untameable, that there is some 
wild quality in the background which cannot be influenced or 
controlled, and must dominate. 

You feel that under certain conditions a fearless disregard 
of laws imposed by fate or personages would show, and yet 
that for the ordinary traffic of life, there would be a stern 
self control. Unbalanced people very seldom have “IT” be- 
cause lack of balance is a mute confession of weakness of will 
and weakness of any sort destroys “IT.” 


MAN with “IT” is never a slave to women. He will not 


fetch and carry for them. He is quite unbiddable and 
only caresses them when he, himself, desires to do so. He is 
always master of the situation, no matter how much in love 
he may be. 


By MADAME 
ELINOR GLIN, 
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Women are never unfaithful to 
a man with “IT.” Indeed they are 
so drawn to him that they are 
only too glad to hold him on any 
terms that he may impose. 

There is the quiet, silent, pow- 
erful type of “IT” man, and 
there is the gallant, dashing, adventurous type. 

The perfect example of male “IT” which I can quote was 
my hero, Prince Gritzko in ‘His Hour.” 

The women with “IT” are also very magnetic. They are 
mysterious, unknown quantities. No man can be sure of 
their staying pat! With complete unselfconsciousness they 
act just as they are impelled to act, totally indifferent to the 
effect that they are producing. This eternally keeps alight the 
hunting instinct in man and assures his continued interest. 

But by reading casually what I have written you might get 
the idea that any girl desirous of developing “IT” has but to 
become stubborn and self-willed, and cultivate indifference. 
This, of course, is not so. She would be drawing disaster and 
lose whatever charm she already possessed, because detach- 
ment of mind has to be real, not assumed, to render it magnetic. 

Watch a tiger in a cage, it is the physical personifica- 
tion of “IT!” It lies there, quite indifferent to the crowd, 
apparently thinking its own thoughts! Every inch of its 
lithe body suggests power, pride and fascination. It sug- 
gests also the untameable, and so sets up a desire to tame it, a 
desire to touch it. Some people even feel a desire to caress 
it, in spite of fear. 


HEN walk on to a bear’s cage. It has no fascination; it 
does not express indifference, but restless ineffectiveness. 

Bears are easily tamed! 

The possessors of “IT” are always at ease; there is no rest- 
lessness in them. Life has taught them that they have the 
power to obtain what they desire. 

You may pick up a newspaper or periodical with pictures 
in it and perhaps see the photograph of a fireman, his steady 
eyes gazing at you from under his helmet, and you know that 
he has “IT.” 

Business men seldom have “IT” [Continued on page 87 | 
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oF trangely 
GOOD Woman , 


and a Man 
Who Tell 


buddy who had saved your life ten years ago in No 

Man’s Land was engaged to marry a girl who had been 
known as the “Sweetheart of the Regiment” during those dark 
days of war? What does friendship demand of a man? And 
what does a man owe to a woman like Germaine—Germaine 
“Toot Sweet,” they called her. 

While Todd Jethro and I came from the same New England 
township and had lived practically all our lives within walking 
distance of each other, we were never steadfast friends until 
the days of ‘17, 18. Todd’s people were farmers and worked 
early and late to make ends meet, while I, John Prescott 
Woods, was the only son of the richest family in the county. 

As if to even things up, when we arrived in France Todd 
was Sergeant Jethro and I just John Woods. Refusing to 
make capital of my father’s wealth and position, I preferred 


Wirnse would you do if you suddenly discovered that the 


to take my chances with the rest of the fellows from our town. 
Todd was a better soldier than I, that’s all; and probably he 
was the better man, too. 

We of rock-ribbed New England are born to the soil and 
while I had knocked around the world, enjoying life’s good 
things, after the death of my parents, I finally came home to 
Coningsby. I hadn’t been back in eight years and having 
turned thirty-five, decided it was time to settle down. After 
the Riviera, Paris, Rome, Egypt, I was keen about the austere 
beauty of my native state, loved the frost that came with the 


September twilights. 


HORTLY after I arrived in Coningsby I drove over to see 
Todd Jethro, without waiting for him to come to me. Todd 
was still the long, lean, strong-as-an-ox fellow who had carried 
me to safety behind the Saint Cyr lines. If he hadn’t I 
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wouldnt be here today. 
walk with a stick and there’ 
"most as much silver-plate as 
my left knee, but im Other respects I’m as right as rain. Though 
Todd wadfone of those deep, grave, slow-speaking men, he 
was a thoppughbred, and I knew he was glad to see me again 
after our trials together in France. 

I went indoors and shook hands with his father and mother, 
willowy old people, bearing the rigors of the New England 
winters in their gray faces and crooked backs. When we 
walked out in the fields again, Todd keeping close to my side, 
he admitted that his parents had earned a rest. 

“I’m getting married, John,” he said. “They'll turn the 
farm over to me and take it easy the rest of their lives. In 
their seventies, they are, and that’s a ripe old age.” 

They looked ninety, like the burnt-out peasants of France. 
Thinking of France I said: “Recall that wheat about Chateau 
Thierry?” 


He smiled that slow smile of his. “This ain't France.” he 


27 


With ‘Drawings 
from Life 
By J. W. Scuaixjer 


Probably there were a dozen men from Con- 

ingsby in the division that held Chateau 

Thierry where Germaine had lived and 
loved and laughed 


“But,” he added quickly, “it’s not bad; there’s 
You've got to keep that always 
Now, it must 


reminded me. 
a living in it and it’s home. 
in your mind to get through the cold months. 
be years since you've been snowbound.” 

“Frost in the air feels good to me,” I told him, laughing. 
“Now that I’m home once more I’m going to try to be a good 
neighbor and a real friend. I haven’t forgotten.” 

“What?” he demanded. 


“IT HE wheat fields above Chateau Thierry,” 
gripped his hand. 

I felt my clasp returned, but his expression never changed. 
He refused absolutely to acknowledge that I was in any way 
his debtor. 

“Come over soon,” I said at parting. “We can talk over 
old times at least. By the way, who is the lady who’s won 
my hard-boiled sergeant over to matrimony?” 

His grave face brightened as he answered, “Bert Humphrey’s 
widow.” Well, I had known Bert if I didn’t know Todd's 


I said, and 
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If she hadn't loved 

him dearly before Ger- 

maine would have 

adored Todd now, as 

he fought in defense 
of her name 


fiancée. Plenty of time for that 
I thought as I said good-by and 
started back in my roadster to 
the old manse of the Woods’ clan. 

I took a roundabout way home, 
chiefly because I was in love with 
my New England, like a lover 
made fonder by absence. Autumn 
had descended upon our valley 
with a vengeance, but after years 
of the flower-scented South I 
fairly reveled in the stimulating 
air. On the outskirts of Con- 
ingsby is the county orphanage 
and in my expansive mood it oc- 
curred to me that I couldn’t do 
better than make a healthy dona- 
tion to this worthy institution. It 
was not yet dark and I slowed 
down by the sid of the road to 
watch a group ot children come 
up from the milking-shed with a 
handsome, capable young woman 
who carried a pail in either hand. 
She breathed the very spirit of 
New England, I thought, and 
stopped my engine, waiting for 
her and her brood to cross the 
roadway. 


HE looked up to thank me and 

as our eyes met I recognized 
—Germaine! I don’t remember 
her other name if I ever heard 
it; to the men she was Germaine 
“Toot Sweet” and as generous 
with her affections as she was 
deep of chest and broad of hip. 
My “very spirit of New England 
womanhood” was—Germaine. I 
couldn’t believe it. After all 
these years, here in this dull little 
corner of the world of all places! 
And surrounded by children who 
plainly adored her! 

“It is——?” 

“The same,—Germaine, M’sieu Woods,” she admitted, as I 
paused, embarrassed. 

She was as white as our snows but otherwise she showed no 
emotion and her eyes and voice were strangely calm. 

“I don’t understand,” I said, alter a brief silence. “Of 
course it is Germaine, but——” 

“But what?” she asked gently, with only a trace of accent. 
“I have lived here many years. I work up there” and she 
pointed to the Orphanage. “Here I have found peace and 
happiness and service.” 

Germaine set down her milk pails and the children crowded 
around her, clinging to her ample skirts, wondering, frightened. 
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Many things have been blamed on war and undoubtedly 
there are few of us who went through that holocaust and 
escaped without scars, either hidden or visible to the naked 


eye. Saints have turned sinners and sinners saints. But to 
my mind there was no greater miracle than finding the “Sweet- 
heart of the Regiment” here in a New England village, bring- 
ing milk for motherless children’s supper. 


sis HAT’S fine! I’m glad you're well and happy, Germaine,” 

I said a bit awkwardly, after a moment. It was like the 
uncovering of an old wound. Not that there was a skeleton in 
my closet whose bones rattled at Germaine’s appearance. It 
was simply that I knew about her and she knew that I knew. 
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Yet her secret was safe with me and I think, without words 
passing between us, that she realized this was true. I raised 
my hat and she and the children passed across the road in 
front of my car. Then I started homeward, a little sorry |! 
had chosen that route. Yet it was rather glorious to think 
that Germaine of the fiery kisses had become Germaine of 
the tender heart. 

How had she drifted to Coningsby? Sitting home alone after 
dinner the subject kept cropping up between me and my book. 
Probably there were a dozen men from Coningsby in that 
division holding Chateau Thierry, where Germaine had lived 
and laughed and loved. Alas, you could count those who 
came back on the fingers of one hand! But had one of these 


Fighting mad I 
started toward Paul 
with uplifted cane, 
but Todd stepped be- 
tween us saying, 
“This is my affair” 


boys brought Germaine home 
with him? What was the an- 
swer? 

I thought of asking Todd 
Jethro and walked to the tele- 
phone, when suddenly I felt 
ashamed of myself. I was be- 
having for all the world like a 
gossiping old spinster! Ger- 
maine was here, a_ penitent, 
and that ended it for me. 


slipped by. I tried 


to keep Germaine out of 
my thoughts and certainly I 
succeeded in avoiding her name 
when meeting any of the neigh- 
bors. Coningsby is a typical. 
small town, I suppose, but 
Germaine was never mentioned 
in idle conversation at the post 
office or general store. When 
I thought of her there in the 
road, with her pails of warm 
milk and the happy, admiring 
orphans, I was glad of this, 
for New England consciences 
can be very hard and unfor- 
giving toward a woman such 
as the old Germaine. 

On Sunday I expected 
friends from Boston who didn’t 
show up, and bored and lone- 
some I drove out in my road- 
ster that afternoon to look up 
Todd Jethro once more. He 
had never been to see me, but 
I didn’t stand on ceremony 
with my old buddy. - I chose 
the direct road to the farm 
and arrived in less than half 
an hour. The family were 
still lingering at the table after 
a one o'clock dinner. In my long 
absence abroad I had forgotten 

that Coningsby dined in the middle of the day, but Todd came 
out on the porch, followed by his father, and I just had to 
stay. It was decided we should sit outdoors. 


“CORRY to break in on you this way, Jethro,” I said. 
-“No one here but Germaine,” Todd spoke up, “and I 
want you to meet her, John. Glad you came.” 

Germaine! Surely there was only one Germaine in Con- 
ingsby. Todd had said he was going to marry Bert Hum- 
phrey’s widow and like a flash I knew the answer to the riddle. 
Humphrey was one of the boys from our village who had 
gone to France along with Todd and me and several others. 
Of course it was Bert who had [Continued on page 111] 
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By DOROTHEA ANCTEL 


"TL inent call me “The Sunshine Girl”. They call my apart- 
ment “The Sunshine Apartment”. They call my gift 
shop “Dorothea Antel’s Sunshine Shoppe”. Rainy days, 
snowy days and cloudy days are my busiest ones because people 
feel that they're sure to find a bit of sunshine where I am. 

But it wasn’t always so 

Once there were days and days when I was so blue and dis- 
couraged I didn’t know or care what the sun was doing or 
whether the rest of the world was happy or not. Days when 
I lay suffering on my bed of pain, fighting to live, wondering 
why God didn’t let me die. And then one day I found out why. 

There was work for me to do in this sad and funny world. 
A place for me in the scheme of things. A name to make and 
a fortune, perhaps. Now I've got the name, “The Sunshine 
Girl,” and although I may never make the fortune I’ve got a 
thriving little business in one of the largest cities in the world. 
I have friends in every state in the union; yes, and in Europe, 
too. And I still have the suffering! 

For eight years I have had to sit up in bed day and night, 
my body encased in a steel jacket. For eight years my world 
has been bounded by four walls. For eight years I have not 
known a moment free 
from pain. The only parts 
of my body I can move 
are my hands and arms 
and I move them only 
when it is necessary. To 
turn my head even a little 
causes me_ excruciating 
pain. 

The dreams I once had 
of becoming a famous 
actress will never come 
true. My stage career was 
ruthlessly cut short. All 
the joys of normal girl- 
hood, beaux, dancing, a 
home, marriage, babies, 
are denied me. And I am 
forced to watch the suf- 
fering of the man who 
loves me and still hopes 
that some miracle will 
cure me so that I can be- 
come his wife. But doc- 
tors and surgeons from all 
over the world have tried 


die. I am sure I would if I had to live my life that way!” 

Want to die? Perhaps I did at first. But I don’t now! 
Not because I’m afraid of death, I’ve suffered too much for 
that, but because I love life. I really mean that. I love life 
deeply, hungrily, fiercely! Life, to me is sweet, full, rich, 
beautiful! I believe I love life more than most of you people 
who have your health and your jobs and your families and 
your future and can depend on your legs to take you wherever 
you want to go. 


Sy SPITE of my affliction I have been able to organize and 

conduct a little business of my own. I have two shops. One 
down the street from where I live and the other in my room. 
I sell everything in the way of accessories for men and women, 
from lingerie to smoking sets, although my biggest feature is 
greeting cards for all occasions. In the busy season I have to 
employ extra help in the packing and shipping of my cards 
and gifts. So you see, life hasn’t rushed past my bedside 
and left me lying there, bitter and hopeless. 

My stage career began when I was four years old. At the 
time of my accident I had been on the stage practically all of 
my life. Eight years ago 
I joined “The Night Boat” 
company and the play was 
a hit. But, best of all, I 
had just become engaged 
to a man who was in per- 
fect sympathy with my 
ambitions and was in a 
position to help me. I 
had known him ever since 
I was ten years old and 
we had been sweethearts 
all through the years. 

And then the thing hap- 
pened that sent all my 
hopes and dreams crash- 
ing to earth and narrowed 
the great big beautiful 
world down to the four 
walls of a hospital room. 

We were playing at the 
Palace Theater in Hart- 
ford. The dressing rooms 
were all above the stage 
and were reached by a 
narrow iron staircase. I 
was going down these 


to help me and I am still 
a cripple 

I suppose you're think- 
ing, “My goodness, I 
should think she’d want to 


The home of the business built up by the mdependent invalid 
known as “The Sunshine Girl.” 


30 


stairs one night during the 
performance to wait for 
my cue when my foot 
suddenly slipped and I 


torture 
curtail 
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Dorothea Antel, the girl who refused to be beaten by Fate. Injured eight years ago, an 
invalid for life, she simply doesn’t know the meaning of the word “quit” 


went plunging down the stairy:v. It was a long flight and as 
I fell my back struck on every sicy all the way down. 


HE leading man who had seen me fall rushed over to me, 
lifted me to my feet and helped me to a chair. 

“I’ve got to go on!” I gasped, “There’s my cue!” He tried 
to hold me but I pushed him away and rushed on to the stage. 
I don’t know how I ever spoke my lines or why I didn’t faint 
because the pain in my back was unbearable. “The show’s 
got to go on,” I kept saying to myself. The show did go on 
and I am certain that no one in the audience knew what 
torture I was going through, but when it was all over and the 
curtain had gone down I staggered out into the wings and 
collapsed. The next morning I woke up in the Hartford 
Hospital in a plaster cast. 

It didn’t seem so terrible at first because I thought I'd be 
all right in a few weeks, but when the weeks grew into months 
I knew I was in for a seige. There I was, in a strange city; 
the company had moved on and my life was just one round 


of doctors and nurses and operations and continual pain. 

I missed my mother too, terribly. She had died a little less 
than a year before and I am glad now that she did, for al- 
though I have been able to stand the suffering, she never 
could have stood it. 

They were all very wonderful to me at the hospital, of 
course, but all I could think was: 

“Will I be a cripple? Will I never get well? 
be just a troublesome burden to someone?” 


Will I always 


Ot YES, I had those thoughts for a long time, and when I 
knew it was doubtful that I’d ever get well, I sent for my 
fiancé and told him I wanted to release him from our engage- 


ment. But he wouldn’t have it that way; he wouldn’t take 
the ring I held out to him. 

“T’ll wait forever, if necessary, Dorothea,” he said. “That’s 
the way I love you.” 

When he said that I felt that I could go through anything. 
Then I began to want to live. 
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Are You as Brave as Tis Girl? 
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ook at that SMILE! Would you think that this girl was confined to her 

bed, her body encased in a steel jacket? Look at that SMILE! Do you 
know that she is in such constant pain that if anyone should as much as touch 
her bed clothing it would cause her agony? When she was told that she would 
never act again, that her career, her hopes for marriage and a family, would 
never come true, did she give up? Look at that SMILE! She has built up a 
business from her bedside, all through her own pluck and courage. Again, Look 
at that SMILE! Are there more Dorothea Antels in this world? Smart Serr 
wants to tell the world about them. We will pay $5.00 each for the best let- 
ters telling of women you know-~—-or men—who have refused to stay down when 


knocked down by Fate. But once more, Look at that SMILE! 
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Of course I had never thought such a terrible thing could 
happen to me and at the time of my accident I wasn’t in the 
least prepared for the hospital and doctor bills, and the cost 
of so many operations. I guess I worried more about that 
than about my injury. I was terribly proud and I knew my 
friends needed their money, and at night, when the hospital 
was dark and still and the pain so bad I couldn't sleep, I'd lie 
there and try to think of some way of making money so that 
I wouldn’t be a burden to anybody or dependent on charity. 
But it all seemed so hopeless. 


ND then I read in a magazine how someone made a nice 

little income from selling magazing subscriptions. That 

was something I could do! My friends all read magazines and 

I knew they would be glad to buy them from me. So I sent 

out a lot of letters and it wasn’t long before I was paying part 
of the expenses incurred by my illness. 

Well, when two years had gone by and I didn’t get any 
better-and the doctors had done all they could for me, they 
brought me back to Broadway, to die, I guess. But when I 
found I wasn’t going to die, at least not right away, I decided 
to go either to a charity hospital or support myself. Although 
the money from the magazine subscriptions was very little I 
thought I could manage. 

Of course, I never would have attempted it if it hadn’t 
been for a very dear friend, who said she'd help me get 
started. For nine months she took care of me and fed me 
and cheered me and helped me bear the pain and worry. We 
lived up on 178 Street, in New York City, in one small room 
at the back of a house. The sun never got into that room nor 
the fresh air, either, because it was on a dark inside court. 
But I was happy because I was helping myself. 

The magazine business was good, but it wasn’t nearly enough 
to pay for the doctors and the operations I still had every so 
often, and one day when I was so discouraged I was almost 
ready to give up, Mildred Holland, an old friend and an actress 


I guess you all know, came in and asked me how I'd like to 
Brunell 


have the agency for the Gotham Hosiery. 

A few days later I received my first supply of hosiery. It 
wasn’t much, only six boxes, but my head buzzed with plans 
for selling them to people I knew. [Continued on page 101] 


When she dreamed 
of a career on the stage 


In the upper right 1s Dorothea Antel in the days when she first won the name of “The 
Sunshine Girl.” That was before her accident. But she is still “The Sunshine Girl.” 
Below is an interior view of the shop that she has built up from a bedside business 
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OO Beautiful! 
I understand at last why my father used to say that 


of me, shaking his head in the glowering Scottish fashion 
that drove me wild. He never seemed like a father to me, for 
he was grouchy and unsympathetic and commanding. 

In his stern way he saw my beauty as a family calamity 
even in the beginning, when I first recall visitors exclaiming 
over me, and begging to be allowed to kiss me and twining 
my fair hair over their fingers. When a little child in 
mother’s arms I remember strange women in the street cars 
or on the street crying, “Oh, isn’t she beautiful!” 

Above the echo of these voices that charmed me once I can 
hear my father’s irate answer: 

“Too beautiful to live!” 

Now I can look back, pityingly, upon father and understand 
his distrust of everything young and lovely. Father knew that 
much of the world, but he didn’t know enough to point out 
to me less self-centered, healthier ways. 

Our neighborhood theater held a Charleston contest. The 
contestants were to dance behind a curtain lifted to their knees 
only, the vote would be given by the audience and expert 
judges. The curtain would fall upon dancers whose faces had 
not been seen. The secrecy of the contest was its charm. 

“Your folks will never find out, Yvonne, and there’s the 
fifty dollar grand prize,” my chum, Gertrude, said. 

I was named Yvonne for mother’s grandmother of southern 
France, another innocent fact father held against me! Mother 
had insisted upon the name for it reminded her of a caress. 

I went to the theater that night with Gertrude solely to 
please her. When we went into the cluttered stage entrance 
and saw dozens of other girls waiting, I wanted to go home. 
But Gertrude always had her way and she pulled me by the 
arm right up to the stage manager. 

The manager and one of the judges was selecting girls for 
the contest. I felt my face burning when my turn came, then 
I found myself looking into the judge’s eyes. They held the 
saddest look I have ever seen, as if the man never had been 
happy, nor knew how to be happy. But they showed a faint 
interest when he selected me. 

Gertrude’s cheeks were red as poinsettias under her straight 
midnight hair. Her eyes were like long, narrow black opals. 
But they told me afterward my face was angelic, with my 


Suddenly a terrible thing happened. The curtam wh 
staring at us. I simply stood there terrified, my hands cau 
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which had hidden us, jerked up and there was every neighbor in our district 
caught together across my breast, in the little bathing suit that matched my hair. 
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of a Girl 
Who Wanders 
What 


Happens When 
Beauty Passes 


yellow hair about it like a halo and 
my eyes like shadows dreaming. 

Oh, I might as well admit I was 
youth at its worst! They gave us 
bathing suits to wear, mine 4 little 
golden yellow affair that matched my 
hair and shamed me for its scanti- 


‘ness. But I didn’t mind so much 


after we were lined up and the music 
began. The curtain lifted, just to 
our knees. I forgot everything as I 
always do when I can dance. 

The sad faced judge was watching 
me from the wings and I wished he 
wouldn't. On the stage, a man’s 
voice shouted our numbers. Ger- 
trude was number four. I was num- 
ber three. The applause from an 
audience we could not see seemed to 
follow loudest after my number. 

“Yvonne, you've won!” gasped 
Gertrude over the orchestra notes 
and then the terrible thing happened. 

It may or may not have been an 
accident, we never knew. But sud- 
denly the curtain hiding us jerked 
up, past our heads, into the air. 
There were the lights glaring into 
our eyes, the musicians smiling, and 
beyond them, every neighbor in our 
district who had come to see the 
dancing contest that night! 

Twenty girls stood paralyzed on 
the stage in different postures, then 
turned and ran behind the scenes like 
frightened animals looking for a place 
to hide. I was the last to go. I 
simply stood there terrified, my 
hands caught together across my 
breast, in the little yellow bathing 
suit that matched my hair. 

Before I reached home that night 
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father had heard the entire story garbled by a dozen lips. 
The next morning I left home, before the milkman came 
or anyone was up. My lids were swollen with crying but 
on my way downtown in the street car I folded and unfolded 
the stiff fifty dollar bill the sad faced judge had given me. 
That helped a little. And I said to myself: 
Now I mustn't cry any more because that will spoil my 
looks, and they are all I have to depend 
upon.” 


Gertrude joined me downtown in the _ 
cheap hotel where I found a room and ” 


promised to cast in her luck with mine. 
Her family had made trouble, too, over 
our dancing in the contest. Of course her 4 
family blamed it on me, while mine blamed “ 
it on Gertrude 

So as we unpacked our things in that gx 
ugly little room with the horrible wall- 
paper we planned to fight life with the 
only weapon we had—beauty. 

“Now don’t let anything get your goat, 
Yvonne,” Gertrude advised me with a hard 
little smile on her startlingly red _ lips. 
‘Girls like you and me can have every- 
thing!’ 

“I don't know how,” I said, curling up 
on the pillow and feeling suddenly home- 
sick and exhausted. “I don't know where : \ 
to get work.” a 

I was from a home unusually sheltered “eae, 
and stern, for this modern age. Gertrude : 
was wiser in worldly ways and her amused 
scoffing startled me. 

‘Why work?” she said. 

I couldn't answer. Gertrude and I had 
gone through the first two years of high mY 
school together. We had been chums for ‘ 
years, but I felt as if I'd never seen her 


before 
Gertrude read the horror in my eyes. 
“Don’t be a sil, Yvonne. Only a girl - - 


without sense is cheap. I’ve learned a 
lot from Mrs. Helman, that dizzy blonde 
who used to be dad’s stenographer and 
married a South American worth millions 
—remember? She took him away from 
his wife.” 

I lay there shaking with anger, hating Gertrude, just as now, 
remembering, I hate myself! 

In fact it’s going to be hard to tell all the rest about myself 
Somehow truth is nearly as hard to tell on paper as in words. 
Anyway, two months later Gertrude and I were in a downtown 
apartment with Spanish fixtures and lots of silk cushions with 
sachet in them scattered about. 

How did we manage? I let Gertrude do the managing. I 
walked behind her like a silly lamb. What must people have 
thought of us, our neighbors in the apartment house, or the 
friends we made? Would they have believed the truth? 

“I should punch a time clock and lose my complexion!” 
Gertrude would say sleepily and turn over on the pillow 
mornings when I left at seven-thirty for work. She thought 
seven-thirty a humorous hour and the alarm clock I had pur- 
chased a delicious joke. She tied a pink satin bow on it to 
tease me. And long after midnight, when I was sleeping, she 
would awaken me by whirling into the room im a cloud of 
perfume and laughter to sit on the bed and tell me boisterous 
nonsense of “the party.” 

It was parties with Gertrude, forever 
and ever. These parties were not only her 
amusement but her livelihood. I didn’t 
know it in the beginning, but I learned 
later, that at them she met the men whose 
hearts she softened with her tale of being 

out of a job.” These were the friends 
» who gave Gertrude the presents on which she lived and paid 
her share of our expenses. She was a gay little scamp who 
repaid with the pleasure of her companionship, and no more. 

“Your life is harder than mine,” I told her. “If I get up 
early, you're not in bed until late. I get my freshest sleep 
while you're dancing and besides I think your life is silly. I 


won't flatter men in order to live. I’m working for myself.” 
I was talking bravely to cheer mtyself. In reality 1 came 
home every night exhausted and ready for tears. I was work- 
ing for a young artist with an advertising firm and he painted 
as long as there was a glimpse of daylight left. 
I posed for ads of every conceivable variety. Sitting at the 
table rapturously eating a famous soup! Using a celebrated 


lip stick: Luxuriating in folds of silk or trying on slippers or 
fancy dress models. Some of the work was fun, but all of it 
was tiring, for the posing was long and severe. 

Les Darnell was an artist who left the posing time to his 
model and I was never one to complain although sometimes I 
held a position until my muscles weakened and I nearly fell. 
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Only then, Les would give me one of his rare glances of human 
recognition. 

Sometimes I overstayed the pose on purpose, to make him 
come to me anxiously and scold me. 

Les Darnell reminded me at times of my father, for his 
mouth was long and like a slash across his face and always 
sarcastic. I could imagine he was heartless toward women, 
although he was always impersonally kind to me. 

“You're all right as a model, but you have no brains,” he 
informed me politely one day. “Otherwise I suppose I'd 
have to fall in love with you.” 

I was posing at the time with one slim leg crossed over my 
knee, in a new cobweb stocking just on the market. I laughed 
at Les, relaxing and tossing my fingers through my fluff of 
glinting hair. I knew my eyes were flashing like black flames 
under its radiance and that even this critical artist knew I was 
beautiful. Les paid me a dollar an hour, a price he could 
little afford for he was saving all his money to study again in 
France. 

“What do I want with brains?” I said, although I was hurt. 
“I’m getting by!” 

Les looked over his easel, meeting my eyes. It was the first 
time he had ever looked at me as a feminine being. Usually 


not beautiful. Tour 
soul, though, is 


beautiful” 


it was through narrowed eyes, exactly as he would look at a 
piece of merchandise he was drawing for his firm. 

“You'll get by,” he said, almost gently, “until beauty passes.” 

I sat perfectly still, blinking at the dimples showing throug’ 
the sheer moonlight gauze on my knee. Les, painting hurriedly 
to make the most of the daylight, didn’t know tears were 
scalding my eyes. I was fighting them down, as I did so 
often. I couldn’t afford to cry, for tears are the thief of 
loveliness and that was all I had in the world. 

Les seemed callous and cruel, to paint on after thrusting the 
hot iron of terror into my soul. I had always been a little 
afraid of him, probably because he’d never made love to me or 
even flattered me. I might have been one of the cans of soup 
he hated having to introduce into his beautiful, brilliant ad- 
vertising posters. 

I was always trying to please Les in little ways, but he never 
noticed. He wasn’t the noticing kind when it came to little 
things. He just painted madly, day after day, and at noon 

we'd open up one of the cans of soup his firm 
gave him to sketch and we'd eat it together and 
relax for an hour. Then Les would be nice to 
me and talk about his work. He'd studied in 
Europe and he wanted to go back again to 
southern France, where my grandmother had 
been born, and paint better things than posters. 

In the meantime he 
had to live. 

When Les talked 
about the real things 
he wanted to paint he 
would scowl and grow 
gloomy, glaring at the 
tomato ad. My fear 
of him would melt to 
pity. I never talked 
of my troubles though 
I often wanted to 
tell him of Gertrude 
and her plans for 
me. 

Gertrude was gay 
and foolish as she was 
beautiful, but not bad. 
Toward men she was 
ruthless, taking al! 
they had to give and 
giving nothing in re- 
‘turn, but she was 
tender with me. 

“Yvonne, the chance 
of your life is waiting 
for you in a dress 
suit,” she said one 
afternoon when I 
came in from Les’s 
studio. “We're hav- 
ing dinner with him 
tonight. Name's 
Bostwick. Rotten 
rich.” 

“Bostwick?” I 
asked. I had read of 
him in the Sunday 
scandal sheets. “You 
mean that mining 
man from Alaska 
who’s trying to buy 
out Broadway?” 

“He’s tthe lamb!” 
giggled Gertrude. 
“Darling, we'll lead 
him to the slaughter 
together. He’s fresh 

from Alaska and mak- 
ing an ass of himself among the bright lights. He knows it, 
and it makes him miserable. I’d grab him myself but he’s 
been made a fool of so often a sophisticated type like myself 
can’t get near him. But with that baby face you can wed 
him in a walk.” 

“Marry him!” I exclaimed, only [Continued on page 124] 
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“Don't you think a. 
I'm pretty?” I 
asked Les. He , a 
looked at me crit | 
ically and said, 
“Yes, pretty but ‘ 


What Says About Wives Will Ou 
— 


Nocholas Murray nae Samter Winslow is not only an author of repute; she is in the fore- 
front of those women who believe that marriage need not be a ball-and- boy 
chain affair. When you know that Mrs. Winslow has supported herself 
since she was sixteen years old and knows from her own personal experience of the pore 
fallacy of fifty-fifty marriages, you may well be startled by her statement in . 
this article that “a married woman who wants to be economically independent T 
is the biggest fool in the world.” hold 
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You 


By Thyra Samter Winslow 


matrimony with no money 


E HAVE all lis- 
tened to a lot of 
discussions during 


the past years about the 


economic independence of women. 
Shouldn’t she work? Should she stop working at marriage? 
Should she continue to work, after marriage, at artistic, part- 
time employment? Should she work, after marriage, if her 


Should a woman work? 


cAuthor of “People Round the (orner”’ 


at all. Certainly by the 
time they have furnished a 
home, there is little left. 


The young man usually wants his wife to stop working. He 
throws back his shoulders and says that he will make enough 
money for both of them. Sometimes he means it. Sometimes, 
indeed, the couple marry with the understanding that the wife 


job has regular hours and takes her outside the home? Should isn’t to work at all, and find themselves trying to get along 


she, if self-supporting after marriage, “go fifty-fifty” on the 


household expenses? These 
and a dozen similar problems 
are still being discussed. 

Personally, I believe that 
every unmarried woman should 
be able to support herself, and 
should actually support herself 
unless family conditions are 
such that this is absolutely un- 
necessary. When it comes to 
a married woman being in- 
dependent, I actually believe 
that the married woman who 
earns her own money is the 
biggest fool in the world. And 
I ought to know. 

Economic problems bring 
about difficult situations, these 
days. I know that well enough. 
A young man and a girl meet 
and fall in love. They want 
to get married, and they want 
to get married as quickly as 
possible. If they are both 
working, it is quite likely, un- 
der modern conditions, that 
their respective salaries are 
just large enough to enable 
them to get along. 

By going without sufficiently 
nourishing lunches, the girl is 
able to buy the sort of plum- 
age that attracts the young 
man. By cutting down on his 
own meager luxuries, the 
young man is able to supply 
the almost necessary layish- 
ness of the courting stage. 
They have gay times together. 
There are theaters where they 
sit any place from speculator- 
bought orchestra seats to the 
last row in the gallery, accord- 
ing to their permanent or tem- 
porary financial state. There are 
intimate little dinners, drives, 


and perhaps even night club dances once in a great while. 


Can a Married Woman Hold 
Two Jobs? 


Prize Letter Contest 


@ Are men helped or hindered by wives who work 
outside the home? 

CIs it true that the real man wants to bear all 
the responsibility of being the head of his own 
house. 

@ Can a wife who works in an office or store be 
a wife and a helpmate as well? 

€ Does it make a man lazy and selfish to have a 
wife who is economically independent? 

(Smart Set wants to know! You wives who 
hold down two jobs—does it pay? You hus- 
bands whose wives have jobs—is your home all 
you thought it would be? 

@ Write Smart Ser a three hundred word letter 
out of your experience in answer to the question: 


Can a Married Woman Hold 
Two Jobs? 


(Smart Ser will give a prize of ten dollars for 
the best letter, seven dollars for the second best, 
five dollars for the third, and one dollar each for 
the eight next best. Smart Set Editors will be 
judges. Contest closes July 31. 


on a little more than half of what they spent before. Then 


the wife goes back to work. 
In other cases the wife has 
decided before marriage that 
she won’t give up her job and 
there isn’t even a feeble ges- 
ture of staying at home. 

The thing that happens is 
inevitable. The busband is al- 
ways slightly resentful at a 
curious fate that forces his 
wife into working, resentful 
because he can’t afford to give 
her the things he wants to give 
her by his own efforts, resent- 
ful because she can’t fit into 
his picture of home life. 

Usually the wife who works 
is a fine, independent, valiant 
person. She wants to do her 
duty, doesn’t want to be “kept” 
by anyone, wants to feel that 
her soul is her own. This very 
feeling of independence is 
where she makes her first error. 
Under existing marriage con- 
ditions a married woman 
shouldn’t want to feel free. 

Today, if a woman wants 
freedom, she should stay un- 
married. The little couple 
doesn’t know this. The wife 
keeps on working. She may, 
and quite possibly does, love 
her work. Married life starts 
in, then, with the wife getting 
up and making a hurried break- 
fast and coming home after a 
busy day at the office to cook 
dinner. 

Even with both working 
there never seems to be enough 
money for an adequate maid. 
For some reason, it never 
occurs to the husband that al- 
though his wife works as hard 
as he does in business, that 


she must, of necessity, perform all of the household duties 


This takes up all the available money. The most farsighted besides. In other words, the wife has two jobs to the hus- 
of the young couples will save a little against coming house- band’s one. 


hold expenditures. If neither one does they probably enter 
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Only 


WISH I could assemble before me all the women in the 
] world who think they should stop making a fuss over 

their husbands after the honeymoon is over. I wish I 
could tell them how starved I have been for affection all 
my life and what a difference it has made to me. I wish 
I could make them realize how bleak my married life 
was without those seemingly unimportant demonstrations of 
sentiment which really have so much to do with marital 
happiness. 

They say it is the little things which count with women. 
How about men? They say a woman will overlook a multi- 
tude of sins if you remember her birthday or bring home a 
bunch of violets or a box of candy once in a while. I found 
out how much little things count when my wife failed to bid 
me good-by in the morning. I would see other men’s wives 
walk out to the gate with them and give them a farewell kiss 
or stand on the porch and wave at them until they were out 
of sight, while I had to get in my car and drive off to business 
as if I were driving away from a 
hotel. My wife would get up from 


keeper and a good mother. 

But her nature lacked that 

warmth, that ability to dis- 

play emotion and affection, 
that capacity for boosting me when I needed boosting, which 
was absolutely necessary to me. It made all the difference in 
the world to me. It nullified all her good qualities. 

During the twelve years that we were married there was 
never a man more in need of a wife than I, but this is no 
reflection on my wife. She couldn’t help it. She was born 
that way. And she was not a good enough actress to simulate 
what she couldn’t feel. I lacked the power, whatever it was, 
to inspire that quality or desire in her. 

Some of my ideas of women were formed during my first 
and only marriage. Not all of them, by any means, but enough 
to give me a definite impression of what I do not want my 
next wife to be, if I ever marry again. My wife married the 
second time almost before the ink on our divorce papers was 

dry, so she couldn’t have loved me 
very much. 


— == During those twelve years that 


the breakfast table and disappear pon 
into the kitchen to begin her house- 
hold tasks and most of the time I 
felt, “Well, nobody gives a whoop 


I wish I could impress upon all 
women how necessary it is to men 
of my nature and general make-up 
to receive the love, sympathy, co- 
operation, encouragement of a 
woman. I wish I could convey to 
them an understanding that most 
men are only boys grown up, that 
they need to be coddled and com- 
forted by a woman they know is 
for them and who shows it. The 
farewell embrace in the morning 
and the warm welcome when he 
comes home in the evening are 
the birthday remembrances and the 
bunches of violets for a man. I 
could put up with the lack of many 
other things if I had these to stim- 
ulate my daily activities and to look 
forward to when my toil is ended. 

I married the other sort of a 
woman but the purpose of this ar- 
ticle is not to throw stones at her. 
After fifteen years she is another 
man’s wife. We found out that 
we are not for each other. It is a 


riage? 


and sweetheart? 


them his story. 


Wives as Sweethearts 
what I do today.” H” much is a kiss worth in mar- 


Of what value is the caress of a wife, 
in affectionate greeting to her husband? 


Is it true that many marriages, which 
seem to have a happy future, fail be- 
Cause a woman having “got her man” 
loses interest in the rile of companion 


Mr. Woodside, who wrote this re- 
markably frank and courageous account 
of his own marriage, says he wishes he 
could assemble all women who fail to 
understand the need of a husband for 
affection and encouragement—and tell 


What do you wives and brides-to-be, 
who read Smart Set, think of Mr. 
Woodside's point-of-view? 

Write to the Editor of SMart Set on 
this very important subject. 


we were together I can remember 
only once that she ever called me 
by an endearing name. That was 
when I stood by her side and 
watched our son come into the 
world. With that look of mother- 
hood in her eyes which is hard 
for men to understand, she asked 
me the sex of the child. When 
I told her it was a boy she said, 
“Oh, darling, I am so happy,” and 
went to sleep. 

How baffied I felt when I was 
forced to realize later that term of 
endearment was not meant for me. 
I was merely the medium of trans- 
mission of expression from the 
mother to that little life which had 
just begun. I was not jealous of 
my boy. How proud of him I was 
then and how proud I am today! 
But I had hoped for years that this 
miracle of motherhood might cre- 
ate for me a real wife. The reali- 
zation had come to me six months 
after I married this girl that she 
should have been my sister. For 
seven years I had awaited this hour 
which when it came was so filled 
with disappointment. For five 
years after this hour I hoped 


pity we didn’t find it out sooner. 
She has my best wishes for her 
future success and happiness. I 
would be perfectly willing for her to tell the world her side of 
the story. Her side deserves telling probably more than my 
own. She found me sadly lacking in many respects, no doubt. 
I found her lacking in only one. She was a good looking girl, 
an honest girl, courageous and true. She was a splendid house- 


against hope. Then I quit. Enough 
is enough! But you can’t say I 
didn’t give marriage a fair trial. 

I never got over that starved feeling. I never could get 
over it. Just as some women say they can’t be entirely satisfied 
with a man who gives them merely a good home and plenty 
of clothes, I couldn’t be satisfied with well cooked meals and 
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Wrodside 


a spotless house. I was miserable with- 
out those little love touches and caresses 
which make the picture complete. 

I wonder how many women realize 
that the greatest service they can per- 
form for their husbands is to encourage 
them, have faith in their undertakings? 
What if they do fail sometimes, so 
long as they are trying to do some- 
thing a little above the mediocre? 
Women ought to show their faith by 
the same manifestations of confidence 
that spur a boy to supreme effort when 
his mother pats him on the back and 
tells him he has done well. I wonder 
how many women realize how badly 


men need encouragement and inspira- | 


tion from the feminine side of their 
family rather than what most of them 
get, complaints and expressions of dis- 
satisfaction? I wonder how many 
women realize to what ends men would 
go to show their appreciation if they 
could get that whole-souled support 
and cooperation from their womenfolk 
which most of them need? 

I wonder how many women realize 
what I went [Continued on page 115] 


“My heart is full of romance and sentiment,” admits J. B. Wood- 
side, newspaper and magazine writer and father of the boy at the 
left. He lost his son because, as he says, “In my house when I 
wanted a caress, my wife had household duties to attend to. I 
wanted affection and encouragement and I couldn't get them.” 
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cA Girl 


and a Boy in 


REAL LIFE 
Live a Story of 
VACATION, LOVE 


Drawings from Life 
By T. D. SKIDMORE 


a beautiful place where rich people go. I used to look 
longingly at the pictures in the Sunday papers of pretty 
society debutantes and their aristocratic mothers and the stun- 
ning young men who seemed so attentive, and I’d get sick 
with envy. To them it was just everyday living. To me, 
pretty dresses, dancing, picnics, swimming, hikes and nice boys 
meant real luxury. A blessed escape from the deadliness of a 
job! And perhaps a bit of romance. 

But summer vacations were not for me, except in dreams. 
The best I could do was an occasional Sunday at Brighton 
Beach or a picnic over on the palisades in Jersey or an ex- 
cursion up the Hudson, if some boy invited me. We were 
poor, you see, and the twenty dollars a week I made as a 
telephone operator I had to hand over to my mother to help 
pay expenses. Out of that she gave me carfare and I took 
my lunch from home. 

I pictured myself slaving away year after year at a nerve- 
wracking switchboard with never a bit of fun. Why, I'd be a 
crabby old maid by the time I was twenty-five! And then, 
last December, I got another job at thirty dollars a week at 
the new Alhambra Hotel, and for the first time hope stirred 
in my heart. 

I said nothing at home about my change in jobs and kept 


OF HOW I had dreamed of a real summer vacation at 


on giving my mother twenty dollars a week. With the re- 
maining ten dollars I started a savings account. By the first 
of July I had two hundred and fifty dollars in the bank and 
one sizzling afternoon I decided to blow it-all in on a vacation. 
A real one, at Lake George where I’d always wanted to go. 

The hotel gave me a week off with pay and I took another 
week without pay. From the travel bureau in the Alhambra 
I got some elaborate pamphlets about summer places and 
after long and serious deliberation I had decided on the Grand 
View Hotel at Lake George. There was a picture of it that 
showed a wide veranda with big chairs and tea tables and 
young people sitting about in white flannels and pretty organdie 
dresses. There was a view of the lake, too, with people canoe- 
ing on it, and a diving float where everybody seemed to be 
having a good time. I had seen those things a thousand times 
in the movies; imagined myself there but I’d never believed 
I'd get to go. And now I was going! 


GUESS I'll never have another thrili like the one when I 
stood before the paying-teller’s window at the bank and put 
two hundred and fifty dollars in my purse. I’d never seen so 
much money before! 
The first thing I did was to give forty dollars to my mother 
for the two weeks I'd be away. A hundred and ten dollars 
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wrt I had finished wading 
and both feet were dry Everett 
picked me up and carried me to a 
rock. His face was close to mine as 
he said, “Did anybody ever tell you 
you're a very pretty kid?” 


I set aside for railroad fare and 
my hotel bill and spending 
money, and the remaining hun- 
dred I spent on clothes. Hats, 
shoes, evening dresses, sport 
clothes, and a huge black suit- ; 
case that actually bulged when they were all packed away in 
it. But not until I climbed on the train did I really believe I 
was going at last. 

I was terribly excited and that night on the sleeper I don’t 
think I closed my eyes more than an hour or two. We had 
to take a big bus from the station up to the hotel and it was 
quite crowded. I guess everybody wants to go away in July. 
Ordinarily I should have felt terribly uncomfortable with so 
many well dressed people, but when I looked down at my 
shiny new suitcase and my pretty gray kid slippers I felt 
awfully proud. 


“2s 


I had a beautiful story all 
ready, too, for anybody who 
got curious. I was an orphan, 
a rich orphan, of course! I just 
traveled around wherever I felt 
like going, and in the winter 
lived at the Alhambra Hotel. It had to be the Alhambra be- 
cause it was the only big hotel I knew anything about. At 
first I was going to say that I lived with my family but they 
were in Europe, and then I decided that was too dangerous. 
People might ask questions and I couldn’t make up lies about 
a family that didn’t exist. 

There were only a few young people in the bus—two quite 
nice looking boys and another girl and they sort of half smiled 
whenever our eyes met, like people do who know they’re going 
to live a while at the same place. And when the bus pulled up 
in front of the hotel one of the young men picked up my bag. 
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a beautiful place where rich people go. I used to look 
longingly at the pictures in the Sunday papers of pretty 
society debutantes and their aristocratic mothers and the stun- 
ning young men who seemed so attentive, and I'd get sick 
with envy. To them it was just everyday living. To me, 
pretty dresses, dancing, picnics, swimming, hikes and nice boys 
meant real luxury. A blessed escape from the deadliness of a 
job! And perhaps a bit of romance. 

But summer vacations were not for me, except in dreams. 
The best I could do was an occasional Sunday at Brighton 
Beach or a picnic over on the palisades in Jersey or an ex- 
cursion up the Hudson, if some boy invited me. We were 
poor, you see, and the twenty dollars a week I made as a 
telephone operator I had to hand over to my mother to help 
pay expenses. Out of that she gave me carfare and I took 
my lunch from home. 

I pictured myself slaving away year after year at a nerve- 
wracking switchboard with never a bit of fun. Why, I'd be a 
crabby old maid by the time I was twenty-five! And then, 
last December, I got another job at thirty dollars a week at 
the new Alhambra Hotel, and for the first time hope stirred 
in my heart. 

I said nothing at home about my change in jobs and kept 


O*: HOW I had dreamed of a real summer vacation at 


on giving my mother twenty dollars a week. With the re- 
maining ten dollars I started a savings account. By the first 
of July I had two hundred and fifty dollars in the bank and 
one sizzling afternoon I decided to blow it-all in on a vacation. 
A real one, at Lake George where I'd always wanted to go. 

The hotel gave me a week off with pay and I took another 
week without pay. From the travel bureau in the Alhambra 
I got some elaborate pamphlets about summer places and 
after long and serious deliberation I had decided on the Grand 
View Hotel at Lake George. There was a picture of it that 
showed a wide veranda with big chairs and tea tables and 
young people sitting about in white flannels and pretty organdie 
dresses. There was a view of the lake, too, with people canoe- 
ing on it, and a diving float where everybody seemed to be 
having a good time. I had seen those things a thousand times 
in the movies; imagined myself there but I’d never believed 
I'd get to go. And now I was going! 


GUESS I'll never have another thrili like the one when I 
stood before the paying-teller’s window at the bank and put 
two hundred and fifty dollars in my purse. I’d never seen so 
much money before! 
The first thing I did was to give forty dollars to my mother 
for the two weeks I'd be away. A hundred and ten dollars 
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y= I had finished wading 
and both feet were dry Everett 
picked me up and carried me to a 
rock. His face was close to mine as 
he said, “Did anybody ever tell you 


you're a very pretty kid?” 


I set aside for railroad fare and 

my hotel bill and spending 

money, and the remaining hun- 

dred I spent on clothes. Hats, 

shoes, evening dresses, sport 

clothes, and a huge black suit- 

case that actually bulged when they were all packed away in 

it. But not until I climbed on the train did I really believe I 

was going at last. 

I was terribly excited and that night on the sleeper I don’t 
think I closed my eyes more than an hour or two. We had 

to take a big bus from the station up to the hotel and it was 

quite crowded. I guess everybody wants to go away in July. 

Ordinarily I should have felt terribly uncomfortable with so 

many well dressed people, but when I looked down at my 

shiny new suitcase and my pretty gray kid slippers I felt 

awfully proud. 


I had a beautiful story all 
ready, too, for anybody who 
got curious. I was an orphan, 
a rich orphan, of course! I just 
traveled around wherever I felt 
like going, and in the winter 

lived at the Alhambra Hotel. It had to be the Alhambra be- 
cause it was the only big hotel I knew anything about. At 
first I was going to say that I lived with my family but they 
were in Europe, and then I decided that was too dangerous. 
People might ask questions and I couldn’t make up lies about 
a family that didn’t exist. 

There were only a few young people in the bus—two quite 
nice looking boys and another girl and they sort of half smiled 
whenever our eyes met, like people do who know they’re going 
to live a while at the same place. And when the bus pulled up 
in front of the hotel one of the young men picked up my bag. 
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He was waiting for me on the veranda when I came down. He looked as handsome as a movie actor 


“May I?” he asked and I smiled and said, “Why, yes, of on the veranda all night and having to go back to the city. 


course.” “Don’t worry,” he said. “I guess they can fix you up.” 
We didn’t say anything more because there was so much Just then the clerk held out his pen to me. 

excitement; porters running out for the bags and everybody “Reservation?” he asked. 

wanting to register at once. When we got to the desk the “T haven’t any,” I said. “I didn’t think of it.” 

young man set my bag down beside me: “We're full up. Every room taken. Maybe they can 
: “Is your room engaged?” he asked. accommodate you over at the Three Elms.” 
“Why, no,” I said. “I didn’t think it was necessary.” “But I don’t want to go there!” I cried. “I want to stay 
“In July?” he laughed. here. I wouldn’t like it any other place.” 


I got panicky then because I pictured myself camping out It looked as if all my plans wer: going on the rocks and I 
44 
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and I got an awful thrill out of pretending that he was my husband and we were on our honeymoon. 


was ready to cry because I was so awfully disappointed. 

“T’ll give the lady my room,” the young man said, “if you'll 
put a cot up for me some place.” 

“Won’t have a room for you till after Monday, sir,” the 
clerk said, “unless you’d be willing to double up with someone. 
I might be able to fix that.” 

He did, and a little later I was comfortably installed in the 
room that belonged to the nice young man and we'd made a 
date to meet at lunch. “You're a fast worker, Betty,” I told 
myself.. But just wait! So'was he! 


I spent the morning unpacking my suitcase and hanging my 
pretty clothes up in the closet. I was distressed to find that 
they were quite wrinkled I borrowed an electric iron from 
the maid to press a few 7 ton off and it was noon before I 
knew it. I debated for some minutes as to what I should wear 
for lunch. The Grand View was a dressy hotel but I didn’t 
want to wear my best things the very first day, so I put on a 
simple little apple green sport costume. It really did look 
lovely with my yellow hau and I hoped the young man who 
had given me his room would think so. [Continued on page 104] 
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Girt 


Wii there’s nothing to be gained by putting down 


‘ all the things I said to him. I said plenty and I said 
it loud. Jimmy was the only one who could stop me 


and he did it with six words. “I didn’t know you were 
married,’ was all he said, and five seconds later he was out 
of the flat 


I've lost him. And losing him is going to be a pretty bad 
thing for the next man that I go after, and the next and the 
next. I'll take this out on all of them. 

The way that fool Laurence cried and carried on after 
Jimmy left made me so crazy I clawed his face with my 
finger nails. I’m leaving this flat to-night. I’m going to a 
hotel. After that, I don’t know where I’m going but you can 
bet I'll be on my way to a real bank-roll. Watch my speed! 

July 29—Book, you and I are 
back on the main road. There'll a 


own this hotel. He owns a string or a chain of hotels and 
he’s got money to burn. I’ve got the match. fF guess I'll have 
to use it too. Things are not breaking any too good. 

Book, did you ever know it to fail when one thing goes 
wrong everything goes wrong? Right now, I got only one 
consolation. My luck has simply got to change. It can’t 
change for the worse because there can’t be any worse. It’s 
got to change for the better. And I bet I’m going to do 
everything short of murder to make it change. 

I’m out of the revue. Got my notice last night when I 
dragged myself down to the show-shop for the first time 
since that terrible thing happened. Imagine Emil having the 
nerve to leave a written two weeks’ notice for me in the letter 
rack? I bet that snaky little go-between Chappie had a finger 
in that pie. Probably wants to 
promote Jimmy into something 


be no more detours like that one ll 7 a prec mas 2 | himself and was afraid if I stayed 
for Jimmy. So help me! I’m Wri in the show he couldn’t keep 
sure glad I had sense enough not | A Book Not ritten bringing Jimmy around there to 
to cut my newest evening frock . : | set Emil in with him without hav- 
to pieces like I was going to do for Publication ing me to handle. Wheels within 


just because I’d put it on for the Ye what does a woman reveal the secret wheels. 

places of her heart? To whom can 
she tell the things no man understands 
and with which no woman can be trusted? 
This girl told them to her diary. SMART 
Set offers this diary to its readers because 
it gives the inmost thoughts of a beautiful || 
girl who sets down frankly her ambitions 
and her successes. On her seventeenth birth- 
day Fanny O'B——— began keeping her 
skirt. diary. It was just at the time that 
she became a salesgirl. Later she was 
a model and then she married a brother 
of a wealthy and aristocratic customer. 
Leaving her husband she starred in a pop- 
ular revue, met the usual number of men 
and to her own amazement fell in love 
with Jimmy H——, a prize-fighter, to 
whom Laurence E——, still legally her name. Chappie had trimmed Jake 
husband, took violent exception. The 
entry she made in her diary of the scene 
between her husband, herself and Jimmy 
is continued on this page. 


first time that night thinking 
Jimmy’d like it. I don’t think he 
even looked at it. It’s black 
velvet made in straight lines with 
long sleeves and the bottom is 
heavy crystal fringe. I'm begin- 
ning to think I look best in black 
and white. I’ve got another with 
a rather full white blouse effect 
and the tightest, tightest black 


If Laurence had only had wit- 
nesses with him and those wit- 
nesses were private detectives, 
New York might be reading now 
about a prize-fighter breaking up 
a happy home. Wonder if I could 
have got Jimmy to marry me 
then? But what do I want to get 
married again for? I don’t. I'd 
rather live a la carte. 

The old dodo that owns this 
hotel just left. He came up to 
see whether I'm satisfied with this 
suite. That’s what he said. He 


But a bunch of men will kick 
a woman out of their way any 
time. She don’t even have to be 
in their way. All they got to 
think is that she may be. I’ve 
noticed that when the average 
man, like Emil or Chappie for 
instance, is trying to make money, 
he’s awfully impatient with wo- 
men. When he’s made it, he ex- 
pects one hundred per cent pa- 
tience from women. 

Well, they’ll get from me just 
what they pay for and they won’t 
get all of that. 

Jake is another specimen. A 
couple of weeks ago he was so 
sore on Chappie that he almost 
choked whenever he mentioned his 


out of more than a thousand dol- 
lars by selling him some junk he 
called pre-war booze. Now they’re 
friendly again and I bet they 
spend most of their time panning 


was lying. He came up to see if 


J} me. And Chappie has dug up a 


there was a chance of him doing 
himself any good. His name is 
G. Mortimer G and he looks like a scared rabbit, but 
he’s the kind that’ll frolic if he gets a chance. Chappie must 
know whether he’s a spender or whether he’s got fishhooks in 
his pockets. T’ll ask him 

August 5—The very worst thing in this whole world is a 
bad old man. Page G. Mortimer G He doesn’t only 


new girl for Jake, one of those 
dizzy blondes that’s just blah 
when it comes to brains, and the three of them had the nerve to 
come right into the restaurant in this hotel to-night for dinner 

I bet Jake wishes he had me back. I was dining with G. 
Mortimer and every captain and waiter and bus boy in the 
joint was breaking his neck to see we got service 

Chappie, whom a woman can’t insult any more than a man 
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can insult Jake, had crust enough to come over to our table 
and stand there giving an imitation of an English actor playing 
Chuckles. Giggles. Falsetto laughs 

merry and bright for words. But I 
knew in my bones he’d come over to get a line on how 
things stood between me and that face-lifted old fossil, G. 
Mortimer. If there’s a chance, he'll declare himself in 
some way 

But I didn’t pay half the attention to his chatter that I did 
to the old man’s face. He’s got little rat eyes, and all the time 
Chappie was there he never asked him to sit down and I'd 
have died before I would. Those little rat eyes had a look 
in them like a snake’s. A snake that’s got fangs but that’s 
afraid to use them just yet. You see that look lots of times 
in old men’s eyes when young men are talking to the girls the 
old men are with. And you see it in husbands’ eyes 
when the successful rival is among those present. 
Sometimes when his name is only mentioned. 

It ain't, I mean isn’t— I thought by this time I'd 
quit making mistakes in English but I guess I'm too 
old to learn. Anyway it isn’t because the men are 
so crazy about us that they look like that. It’s their 
infernal idea that because they've bought us a meal 
or a fur coat or a wedding ring they own us body and 
soul and no trespassers need apply. Fools! Not one 
of them in a hundred knows what every woman knows 
and that is that whatever can be bought can be stolen. 

It kinda warmed me inside though to see that old 
G. Mortimer had begun to act like he was my pro- 
prietor. It’s as plain as the nose on Jake’s face 
that G. Mortimer has a suspicion that Chappie is 
running way ahead of his ticket with me. He 
probably thinks Chappie is a young and dashing 
lover. Well, Chappie’s only forty-five which is 
young compared to himself, but G—— has stuff 
in the bank that evens that up. And Chappie 
would rather turn a crooked penny than have the 
straightest girl in the world. He’d come over, he 
said, to give me a tip on the stock market. Of 
course, if I play it he'll get his. 


light comedy 


He was just too 


= OW’S Jimmy?” I asked him. 

“He’s on a drunk,’ Chappie said, and he 
looked me right in the eye. “It’s the first time he’s 
been on one for three years.” 

“That’s too bad,” I said, but inside of me my 
heart was singing. Jimmy had cared a little, too. 

Chappie and Jake and Jake’s synthetic blonde 
blew out before old man G—— and I had finished 
our dinner. 

“Suppose we have our coffee and liqueurs in my 
suite?” old man G mustered up enough courage 
to ask me after he’d moistened his old gray lips 
several times 

“Why not in mine?” I came back at him. 

‘Gladly,” he said, but I could see he would 
rather I went to his. 

Catch me. Anybody that’s at home doesn’t ever have to 
explain why they’re there. But anybody that goes visiting 
never knows just when they'll have some explaining to do. If 
old man G—— owned Central Park I might take a chance 
and call on him there, but in no place smaller. And I wouldn't 
have asked him to mine if Chappie hadn’t tipped me by tele- 
phone yesterday that he’d looked him up and found he was a 
regular old Colonel Pay-the-Check. 

What Chappie said was, “He’s silly and solvent.” 

I should cry myself to sleep because he’s silly! 
solvent, I don’t care how silly he is. 

It’s fatal for a woman that’s on the make ever to be with- 
out some checking account that calls itself a man. You never 
can have too many but you must never have too few. If 
you have nobody and Broadway finds it out, you’re sunk. 

While we were having our after-dinner coffee in my dimly- 
lighted suite all he did was talk. Never tried to kiss me. 
Never tried to put his wrinkled old hand with the big blue 
veins on the back of it on me. If he had, I'd have screamed. 
I couldn’t have helped it. 

Yet while I was listening to him lisp out the details of the 
life he and I could have together if I would say the word I 


If he’s 
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couldn't help feeling sorry for him. After all what has he got? 

He’s a widower. He's the father of eight children and all 
but one of them is dead. The one that’s living is nineteen 
and she’s married to a rich man. And old G ’s wife had 
lots of money and he’s got a lot and he’s got lots of business 
ability. But what he wants most is something he can’t get. 
And that’s his youth back again. So he has to buy youth, 
just as he’s trying to buy me, knowing all the time that he’s 
never going to get his money’s worth but preferring to be 


cheated rather than not get anything. 
I COULD tell by the way he talked that he is cold-blooded 
and vicious. But that’s only his mind, Here’s what puzzled 


me. His mind didn’t seem to have any connection with his 
heart. Not as if he was boasting, but just as if he was 
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Stating a fact, he told me of so many, many 
things he had done for so many, many 
people. He didn’t say he was a generous, 
thoughtful, considerate man. But I could 
see he was. Yet he had that curse of an 
ugly mind. 

He owns thousands and thousands of 
dollars’ worth of books and pictures that 
you'd get arrested for if you tried to send 
them through the mails. He described some of them to me. 
And the next. minute he was asking me if I knew anybody, 
man or woman, he didn’t care, who was honest and very hard 
up. He'd put them on their feet. They'd never know who 
did it. Or I could do it for him with his money. “I like to 
make people happy,” he said, and I knew he meant it. Yet 
he can’t make himself happy. Funny world. 

Well, the only people that I know that are hard up are the 
honest ones. I told him of a couple of poor families I knew. 
He took out a little black leather check book and wrote out 
two checks. “They’re made out to cash,” he said. “You can 
give one to each of those families or you can cash them 
yourself and give them the money. Whichever you like.” 
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They were for six hundred dollars each. 
“Why six?” I asked him. 
‘It’s my lucky number,” he told me, and his wrinkled little 
face was very solemn. “And I own a house in East Sixtieth 
street that is yours for the asking. I'd like to make 
you happy too.” 

I took the checks so two families will be happy to- 
morrow. But I didn’t take the house. I told him I'd 
think about it. 

“I can play the piano,” he said, just like a kid would 
say he could turn a handspring. “And I know you can 
sing. Will you do a very great favor for me?” 

I told him I would if I could. By this time, bad 
or not, I couldn’t help liking him, all ex- 
cept that terrible mind. But his mind 
didn’t have anything to do with what he 
asked, I guess. 


“TF I play it, will you sing ‘Home, Sweet 

Home’ for me?” he asked. 

Book, did you ever hear of anything 
like that in your life? Well, he played and 
he played mighty well. I sang and I sang 
as well as I could and when we finished 
there were tears in his eyes. Tomorrow 
I’m to give him my answer about letting 
him give me a house. 

It sounds crazy. It is crazy. But it 
isn’t any crazier than life itself, is it, 
Book? The very worst thing in the world 

is a bad old man. 
That’s right. But 
there seems to be 
some good in even the 
very worst thing in 
the world. 

August 6—Gee, I 
got a great kick today 
being Mrs. Santa 
Claus. I went alone, 
back to the old neigh- 
borhood. Same old 

decayed looking houses. Same old de- 

cayed looking people. Same old hope- 
less helplessness. Same old smells. 

Thank God, I've been able to get my 

folks out of it. Thank God, I’m out of 

it myself. 

‘I took the currency. Checks don’t 

look as real as money to poor people. 

And now a family that’s been put on 

the bum by sickness and no jobs and an- 

other family that’s been put on the bum 
by booze are getting a fresh start. In 

, the sick family a woman’s been scrub- 

bing floors to support her invalid hus- 

. band. In the booze family a woman’s 
been standing all day long in a cellar 
with water over her shoe-tops making 
artificial flowers in a sweatshop so’s the 
kids can eat while the old man is serving 
ninety days on the Island. Us women 
get all the breaks, don’t we? 

What makes me sick is to see the 
way some men have their wives buffaloed. You bet if 
their wives knew as much about them as some other 
women know they wouldn’t be quite so high and mighty. 

Just take what I heard in the tea-room I stopped in 

to get a cucumber sandwich and a glass of iced tea on 

3 my way back to the hotel. One of these flossy tea- 

Mr. G——- played and ; rooms with black patent leather walls and red chairs 

he played well. I sang se - tables. There were English accents all over 
the place. 


— «When = ‘ ~ But the fat woman that was sitting at the next table 
ish 3 the tears in with her back to me didn’t have one of them. I could 
— a tell she was from the West somewhere by the way she 
his - Tomorrow I'm said “I’d like a glass of water.” They pronounce their 
to give him his answer. “A” different out there in Detroit and Indiana and those 

places. An actor in the revue told [Continued on page 85} 
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Ln Which 
Lieg feld 
TELLS YOU 
of Your Chances 

to Become 

GLORIFIED 


eA merican G irl 


The Glorifier 


Himself 


Marilyn Mil- 
ler, once in the 


Ziegfeld chorus, 


now one of mu- 
sical comedy's 


brightest stars 


How Mr. Ziegfeld-Picks ‘Em 


E STUDIES a girl first for person- 
ality, second for beauty of face, third 

for beauty of form and fourth for good 
He is especially eager to find 
beautiful Titians or brunettes 
dark beauties and red-headed beauties are 
so rare. If you go to see him leave off 
your make-up and don’t be more than six- 
teen. If you have brains and talent hesides 
—so much the better! 


carriage. 


Do you qualify? 


USE Wide World 


The 


By CPLORENZ 


T was nearly twenty-two years ago that I started glorify- 
ing the American girl. Those were the days of the re- 
pressed angle and the inhibited waist line. Women in the 

home were very, very nice indeed. Women outside the home 
were practically compelled to be the opposite. The chorus 
girl, in the public mind, was a direct instrument of the devil, 
the instigator of scarlet dreams, the pet, if not the pride, of 
the country’s one or two millionaires. ; 

When I began producing, a manager needed only to bring 
on the girls, any girls, big girls, blowsy girls, or fat girls, who 
appeared in tights and had their necks uncovered. To look 
at them was all the audience, almost exclusively male, required. 
The girls didn’t have to do a thing except be feminine, exag- 
geratedly, aggravatingly feminine with wasp waists, padded 
hips and promising eyes. 

Those, for the producer, were literally the good old days. 
No beauty contests were required. The competition with 
other managers was not particularly keen. Song writers were not million- 
aires and there were no movies to lure your comedians away with princely 
salaries. A show could be staged for ten thousand dollars and the girl 
were glad to get fifteen dollars a week. All might have been well had I not 
been seized with an idea. 

I began thinking about chorus girls. Such thoughts have changed the 
destiny of many a man. It changed mine. I began thinking of those girls, 
not so much in terms of girl-flesh, but in terms of 
beauty. I thought of them as having the age-old 
lure of woman’s beauty, the embodiment of every 
man’s dream of the ideal woman. 

The idea possessed me more and more. I studied 
ways and means, costumes, lights, music. The result 


Billie Dove's 
blonde beauty 
first won her a 
place in the 


Follies. Now 
she is being 
starred in pic- 


tures 


Billie Burke was so beautiful, 
Mr. Ziegfeld decided to take 
no chances. So he gave her 
a life contract—and married 
her. All the world knows she 
sets a high standard of beauty 
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has been my seventeen editions of the 
Follies and my somewhat amusing repu- 
tation for knowing more about beauty 
than any other man in the world. 

That last is probably exaggerated but 
I am, at least, in a position different 
from the man who knows nothing about 
art but knows what he likes. I know a 
great deal about girls and I know what 
I like in them. I also know what the 
other fellow likes. And that knowledge 
is what puts the tires on my limousines. 


HAT knowledge is costly. To stage 
my latest musical comedy cost 
me one hundred and eighty thousand 
dollars. It takes twenty-eight thousand 
dollars qa week to keep it running. 
It must run a year before it makes a cent. 


Marion 
Davies, right, 
and Mae 
Murray, 
left, are two 
of the former 
Ziegfeld 
beauties who 
have gone on 
to win more 
fame in the 


It must run two years tor me to 


make a reasonable profit. The daughters of the girls I used to get for fifteen 
dollars I now pay fifty dollars to one hundred and twenty-five dollars a week. 
These are the salaries for those who are just beautiful chorus girls. Chorus 
girls who do specialties I pay two hundred and fifty dollars. Two years at 
two hundred and fifty dollars a week. Figure that out for yourself. 

These girls. have no business expenses. I pay the 
original cost of their costumes and the up-keep. I 
pay for their tights. 
I pay for their photographs and for getting them 
into the papers. Sometimes I pay—and how I pay— 
because one of my girls meets the wrong kind of a stage 


I pay for their dancing shoes. 


Clarence S. 
On this and the opposite page 
are only five of the many 
beautiful girls who have helped 
the glorifier to build the new 
beautiful Ziegfeld theater 
shown above 


5] 


door. sheik, but I won’t go 
into that. 

The only point here is that 
an unknown girl who gets 
into the Follies can earn 
more money than she could 
in any other musical comedy 
outfit. The chorus Equity, 
which makes our contracts, 
only demands thirty-five dol- 
lars a week for chorus girls. 
That is the sum paid by the 
average manager. But I am 
a peaceful man and I realize 


Mary Lewis, now in grand opera, 
started as a Follies Beauty. 


that glorifying a girl can not be done entirely 
from the outside. Some of the glory must 
spill into her pocketbook unless one desires 
pistols for two and coffee for one at dawn. 

This being the state of affairs I am asked 
some dozen times daily, what chance has an 
absolutely unknown girl of breaking into my 
Follies chorus. 

I should say that the chance of such a girl 
breaking into the Follies is the same as her 
chance of marrying a  multi-millionaire. 


A, 
nt 
Ls 
“i 
International 
a 


face may be like a casket of jewels, sapphire eyes, ruby lips 
pearly teeth. But lacking personality, few will ever observe 
her beauty though it be put directly before them. 

Personality is the beginning, the end, and all that lies be- 
tween. It is sex appeal, vitality, the eternal promise of woman 
to man the life force, what you will or what have you. It is 
the undefined asset. But when a girl walks into my office 
who possesses that spark, if her name is Minnie Speffenheimer 
and she comes from Mud Fiat, Iowa, I will sign her imme- 
diately and hard and fast to a contract for the Follies, even 
though x marks the spot where her signature would be if only 
she had learned to read and write. 

But just as personality is undefinable, so beauty can be de- 
fined, in words, in colors and in an actual 
matter of inches. The inches have it all 
over everything else. 


NY man, certainly any theatrical 

man, with half an eye can see . 
through make-up. It annoys him more 
than it deceives him. In a really beautiful 
face, the height of the forehead should 
equal the length of the nose; the length 
of the nose equal the distance between 
the septum of the nose and the chin; 
the distance between the eyes equal the 
length of one of them. 

As for coloring I recognize the general 
theory that gentlemen prefer blondes, 
only I don’t believe it! I know this 
gentleman does not, but I do know it is 
easier to find a beautiful blonde than a 
beautiful brunette or red head, for the 
simple reason [Continued on page 82 


Dorothy Wagman is one of 
the rarely beautiful brun- 
ettes now appearing in the 


Ziegfeld production 


and Gladys Glad, the 
lady with the mando- 
lin, are two of the 
natural blondes whose 
beauty and person- 
ality gave them a 
chance to be glorified 


She will, if she meets the 
right man, and has the 
stuff 

In my case, the girl has 
to meet me, and despite all 
the hokus-pocus circulated 
about the inaccessibility of 
managers, I see literally 
every girl who calls at my 
offices and asks to see me. 
As some ten thousand girls 
a year from every part of 
the globe feel an urge to 
make me their Mecca, this 
is somewhat exhaustive. 

But I feel the same joy 
with which Heaven is said 
to greet a repentant sinner 
who saunters through the 
pearly gates, when one girl 
out of three thousand 
proves worth the hiring. 
Unknown, untrained, as I 
gaze at her beauty, I know 
the work lying before me ere she is transformed into a world- 
recognized Follies beauty. But the work is more than worth 
it for a beautiful girl is the jewel in a manager’s box-office. 


Photos by Alfred Cheney Johnston 


HEN a girl is already established, when she has been a 

model, or worked in some other show, I know what she’s 
got in the way of personality, beauty and ability. With the un- 
known I know only what my eyes tell me, but then my eyes 
seldom get crossed or double crossed. 

I study unknown girls first for personality, second for 
beauty of face, third for beauty of form and fourth for good 
carriage. 

Personality is by far the rarest and most important. Beauty 
is something at which an audience looks. Personality is some- 
thing they watch. If a girl has sufficient personality it doesn’t 
matter if she has a figure like a cactus and a face like a weary ; ‘ 
pie. Nobody will ever notice. On the other hand a girl’s ' — 
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eYcore One for Doug 


{i 
i 


In picking lovely Eva Southern for his leading lady, Douglas Fairbanks proves 
that he knows how to do other things than turn handsprings. 
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ovies stars 

live in a 

world of their 
own and create 
styles to suit their 
personalities. 
Here are some of 
the afternoon and 
evening gowns 
which have been 
seen at parties on 

the screen. 


Dainty and girl 
ish in an organdie 
frock, Gretchen 
Young lives up 
to her name. 


« 7 


Dorothy Sebastian's 
Oriental type of 
beauty is becomingly 
costumed in an eve- 
ning dress adapted 
from the harem. 


Gwen Lee, in 
“Women love 
Diamonds,” 
wears an evening 
gown of satm 


and brocade. 


When Marceline Day appeared in her 
beaded bouffant dress, you could have 
knocked the Rookies down with a feather. 
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Who says it doesn't 
take much to dress a 
girl nowadays? Look 
at the yards of satin 
in Joan Crawford's 


dance frock. 


ashions | 


In silk lace, draped over the shoulders, 
Gertrude Olmsted is ready to flutter under 
the lanterns in “Mr. Wu's” garden. 
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Beads and a gar- 
denia at the 
shoulder are the 
only trimmimg on 
Louise Lorraine's 


tea gown. 


When the burler 
says, “Dinner 
is Served,” Billie 
Dove appears in 
black chiffon, 
heavily fringed, 
and trimmed 
with a lace flower 
at the waistline. 
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test at Galveston. Then, 
in’ competition with entries 
from twentysix American 
cities, she was named “Miss 
United States.” Then she 
won final title “Queen 

Beauty of the Universe. 
Dorothy will now have a 
chance to win movie fame. 
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IS is Dorothy Bry as 
as well as beauty. First, 
she won the Smart 4 
Daily Mirror Contest to ® 
International Beauty Con- h 
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Earned $3.33 a Week 
NEXT, 


1 Own a $50,000 Barber ok hop 


skz day after my 
fourteenth birth- 
day I got my first job, and it paid me three dollars and 
thirty-three cents a week. Today, at thirty-two, I am the 
owner and manager of a barber shop and beauty parlor in the 
heart of New York City, doing a fifty-thousand-dollar-a-year 
business. 

Nearly every story of a self-made man or woman emphasizes 
the importance of hard work, but such stories often read as 
if success depended on that alone. Any observant person 
knows better. We are all acquainted with workers who for 
years have reported on time, who have never slighted their 
jobs, who are as reliable and efficient and untiring as machines, 
yet who never get anywhere. 

Without hard work I do not believe that a woman can make 
good, but hard work, all by itself, is not enough. There must be 


By UDE ri HA within her that pushing, 


driving urge which we call 
ambition, the force that makes her struggle in spite of herself. 

And she must have the power to put herself over, to con- 
vince others that she is somebody different from the run of 
the mill, that she has the ability and energy which deserve a 
chance. She must sell the idea of herself, that is, her personality. 

Necessity often makes a girl take a job, although ambition 
is her self-starter toward a career. It was, of course, neces- 
sity which made me go to work so young. 

My father was an interior decorator, but there were six of 
us children, my mother was seriously ill much of the time and 
we youngsters all began to help as soon as we could. When 
I was thirteen years old I had to leave school and do what I 
could at home. My two older sisters were both working, and 
there were two brothers and a younger sister 
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Perhaps it was this early introduction to housework which 
made me persistent in my determination to make anything 
but that my career! I can cook, clean and do whatever is 
to be done about a house. I have done it all at more than 
one period during my life, but I frankly admit that it bores me! 

Just as soon as I could take out my working papers I did 
so, and immediately after my fourteenth birthday I was 
given a job in a Providence wire factory, in the department 
where my sister was employed. Ours was clerical work: the 
computation of piece work payments for large numbers of 
employees who were paid according to the amount and size 
of the wire which they wound. 

There were twenty-five average sizes and a different rate for 
each. Like the other factory employees, our day lasted from 
seven in the morning to five-thirty at night, with half an 
hour for lunch. I lived so near the factory that I could walk 
to work and even walk home for lunch. Therefore my little 
pay envelope, with its three dollars and thirty-three cents was 
turned over intact, every week, to my parents. I didn’t spend 
it foolishly! 

I stayed in the factory six years, and when I left it to 
marry and go to New York I was handling all the clerical 


work and receiving nine dollars a week. It sounds 
pitifully small, nowadays, but at least it was almost 
two hundred per cent more than my salary at the start. 
What I really gained from the work was quickness 
and success in handling figures, a facility for which, 
at the present stage of my career, I am most grateful, 
as I shall explain later on. 

There is an interesting thing which I have dis- 
covered about jobs. You can learn something from 
whatever you do, however remote it may seem from 
your ultimate ambition. I had not yet put a name 
to mine, although I had made up my mind that for 
me even marriage was not going to mean settling 
down to housework. I had taken a year of evening 
high school, during which I studied stenography, typewriting 
and bookkeeping. I knew that training in these business 
branches would be useful, whatever I did later. 


HEN I first came to New York, eleven years ago, I took 

another clerical job. This one paid twelve dollars a week. 
But I simply could not continue sitting on a high stool and 
bending over books. I was only twenty-one years old, I had 
been working steadily for seven years and I was tired out. 

I used to think, despairingly, as I added up the long columns 
of figures, “Isn't there anything else in life?” Then I began 
to faint over my ledgers. It was not that I did not want to 
work; it was sheer nervous revolt against monotony, confine- 
ment and never seeing anybody. My doctor told me that I 
must change my occupation if I did not want a breakdown. 

My ill health at least served the purpose of getting me out 
of the rut down which so many women clerical workers travel 
all their lives. And I learned that no woman begins really 
to get ahead unit! she finds work that interests her. When she 
is young and able to afford it, she ought to experiment a bit. 
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I have sixteen men working for me yet we 
have had no difficulties because I always ask 
them to do things in the way I should like 


to be asked. 


I know a woman who took an excellent teaching job as soon 
as she was graduated from college. 


But it bored her to tears, 


and so she threw it up in the middle of the first year and they can be boss. 


went on a newspaper. Now she 
has made a success as a magazine 
and newspaper writer, and she 
thoroughly enjoys her work. It 
takes as much of her time and 
energy as would teaching, but she 
likes it, which makes all the dif- 
ference. 

Bookkeeping bored me. “I 
want a job,” I told myself, “that 
deals with people and not with 
pen and ink.” And even then I 
began to dream of some day hav- 
ing a job all my own, a business 
for which I was responsible and 
into which I could put everything 
I had. 

When women first went out of 
the home to work, it seemed so 
wonderful to them to be earn- 
ing money that they did not 
perceive that the real “kick” a 
successful man gets from busi- 
ness life is not money, but the 
sense of responsibility and of 
power. I think the younger work- 


“And After Everyone Is 
Gone I Scrub the Floors” 


Maude L. Chapman tells you 
that hard work alone doesn’t count 
for much. Yet, in one sentence, she 
proves that hard work does count. 
Despite the fact that her barber shop 
does a $50,000 business, you will 
often find her, after the men have 
gone, SCRUBBING the floors. If 
you are interested in what she 
thinks about success, read the ten 
rules she gives you in this story. 
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ing women today are beginning to understand this. They want 
what, at twenty, I saw as a goal—their own shop, of which 


I knew that I had to 7 my- 
self. Nobody could push me. So 
I chose to enter a business which 
seems to me peculiarly a woman’s 
field—beauty culture. It has 
steadily boomed in America dur- 
ing the last ten years, and the 
reason is that it touches the very 
core of women’s lives. 

A woman’s natural and legiti- 
mate and dominant instinct is to 
look just as well as she possibly 
can, for her husband’s sake, for 
her job’s sake, for her friends’ 
sake, and for her own sake. 

According to Charles Nessler, 
the President of the American 
Master Hairdressers’ Association, 
there are thirty thousand beauty 
shops in America today, which 
serve sixteen million women. And 
these women spend in one year a 
total of three hundred and ninety 
million dollars on making them- 
selyes lovely! 

[Continued on page 97\ 
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P [ prove an no evidence that will absolutely 
prove anything but the case of Spud Hor- 
gan and myself is a good yarn. Maybe 

it doesn’t mean anything. I don’t know. When- 
ever I get together with a little bunch of regular 
folks who know what it’s all about and the 
bottle on the table’s about half spent I spill this 
yarn about Spud Horgan and me 

There was a girl in it, of course. I'll say 
there was! Whooie! I guess maybe it wouldn’t 
have stood telling over and over again if there 
hadn't been a giri scrambled in with the rest 
Anyway it's always clicked with folks who've 
been around long enough to know the difference 
between what they teach you in the first grade 
and the things that actually happen. 

This is it: 

I’m in San Francisco. Twenty-four years 
old. Full of pep and lop-sided with a bank 
roll. Just in off a passenger 
boat from China. I'd come 
across working as a room 
steward. The gang were all 
hot over the well known 
Suwanee dominoes and in our 
off hours we'd get down on 
our knees and pray for little 
Orphan Joe and his sick sis- 
ter Phoebe and the poor old 
maid, Long Liz and Big Dick 
from Boston Town and sevens 
and elevens and all such like 
mythical inhabitants of a 
crap shooter’s imagination. 


ITTLE Lady Luck and 
her big-footed husband. 
old Frank Fortune himself. 
must have both been camping 
out in my vest pocket that 
trip. Lose? Say! I bet I 


Tf You B 
could have gone on deck dur- 
ing a gale that trip and 
Bg RIEN DS HI I chucked a twenty dollar gold 


piece as far as I could throw 

? G — , it over the rail and it would 
( an Be et? Onge? Than have come back to me. A fish 
would have snapped it up 


and then got washed aboard 


LOVE at my feet. Why I used to 


hold those dice till I got arm 


5 weary throwing them. 
Read This Story of Two There were a couple of birds in the game who I liked and 
, - . who'd got in pretty deep. I used to make freak bets with 
them just to give them a little leg-up. I was sure I'd lose but 


FIGHTING FOO Ld I’d win every time in spite of myself. I was just plain, old- 


fashioned wood alcohol, heavily flavored with cyanide, during 
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‘Drawings from Life | 

Hi By FARLEY ENNIS §TIVERS 
And 


that crossing and anybody who sampled me laid right 
down and died. Yes sir! 

The answer is I’m plutocratic when I sign off in San 
Francisco. I’m just a young bank without any locks 
on me and aching to be busted. There’s many of them 
passengers I’d been taking tips from and running an! 
fetching for weren't near as heavy with sugar as I was 
when we docked. I had money, what I mean, and | 
wasn't like somebody who didn’t know 
what to do with it if the savings banks 
were all closed! 


IND you I was no simple seaman. 
I'd been knocking around the 
world in ships for a couple of years just 
because I didn’t want to go on looking 
at the camels here and the elephants 
there in the news reels until I saved up 
the price to get where I could see them 
in person. So I got me jobs instead of 
tickets and did my going young. 

What I’m getting at is I wasn't just 
a dumb Jack-ashore who would buy 
the ferry house for a hotel from a man 
with a derby hat and a black mustache. 
I was a high school grad! Captain of 
the football team my senior year! I 
had a cousin who was a good second 
string motor-racing driver and after I 
left school I hooked on with him and 
toured the country. Sort 
of a combination mechanic, 
body-guard and _ publicity 
man. Tinker with his bus, 
herd him when he got drunk 
and keep up a steady bally- 
hoo about how good he 
was. 

Then I went travelling 
about the world on ships. 
I knew about this and that 
you see. When I landed 
in San Francisco I was set 
to spend all my money but 
I was looking for a hundred 
dollars’ worth of fun for 
every five twenty dollar 
gold pieces I spent. 

The night of my third 
day ashore I’m all oiled up 
and running sweet. Got me 
a room and bath at the best 
hotel in town; three brand 
new suits; a lot of hats 
and shoes and things and a 
tux with all the ther a The guy I just naturally wanted to hit swept his girl aside 
I'd gauged my speed by and started toward me. I got up and waited for him. 
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then and figured what it would cost 
me. According to my dope IT had 
about two months of high life ahead 
of me before the bank account 
registers empty and the serious 
business of life has to be taken up 
ill over again. 

Everything’s set for a_ swift, 
sweet session if I don’t get in any 
jams. I’d made myself a little 
promise about that. Plenty of 
wine and women but no war! No 
waking up in a hospital with a 
broken head and a cop with a note- 
book sitting on the cot ready to 
set down whatever you might say 
against yourself. No sitting in a 
court room wondering what the 
fight with the deceased was all 
about and how come his skull 
acted so much like an egg sheil 
and what you'll look like when your 
time’s up, if ever. 

No sir! None of that in mine. 
I was set and determined that no 
matter what: anybody said or did to 
me I'd smile and bow and back out 
and then take time off to defend my 
honor some season when I didn’t 
have such grand good cause for 
being out of jail. 


‘D HOOKED on with a couple of 

ambitiously idle sons of parents 
who were not yet too rich to be 
generous. Nice boys! Knew a lot 
of good telephone numbers! We'd 
called up enough girls to go around 
and dated them for a late dinner 
and a session of cabaret hopping 
to follow. Around six we started 
out to pick up a drink here and 
there preparatory to meeting the 
ladies. The first place we went in 
I stepped on a little bimbo’s foot 
and he rounded on me with a decla- 
ration of intent to do damage. 

| backed away, smiling wide. 

“Don’t be sore old man,” I 
begged. “I didn’t mean any harm.” 

He took my apology like a 
peevish kid takes castor oil. I 
kept smiling and backed towards 
the door. The two boys I'd thrown xg 


in with followed me out, looking 
me over as though they'd just de- 
tected an odor they hadn’t noticed before and didn’t like now. 

“I’m no interior decorator,” one of them says. “It doesn’t 
make a bit of difference to me whether I live in a room done 
in blue and purple or pink and pale green. There’s just one 
color I don’t like and that’s yellow. I think I have an engage- 
ment for tonight that I forgot up to just now.” 

‘Just a minute,” I said. “I know what you think and I 
don’t blame you for it. Just hear my little tale of caution 
and then if you still feel the same way you can wrinkle up 
your noses and run along.” 

I told them then why I wanted to stay out of trouble. Not 
to make a big noise but merely to prove that I hadn’t always 
used the meek and lowly mouse as an emblem on my house 
flag I showed them some clippings I had in my wallet. News- 
paper clippings. Mostly police court news. Clippings from 


New Orleans and New York and Rio Janiero and Port Said 
and Marseilles and Shanghai and Manila. 


a ey name of Dave King was prominently mentioned in all 
of them. They were all about the same. Battle stories. A 
fight here and a fight there. Dave King in jail for licking 
some one. Dave King in the hospital for having failed to 
lick some one. Dave King here and Dave King there and 
wherever he was always in trouble for having used his fists 
instead of trusting to speedy feet. 

The boys looked them over and the one who had intimated 
I was yellow handed them back to me and bowed. 

“Mr. King,” he said. “You're just the kind of a bird I 
thought you were when we first met. If I’d been jugged for 
fighting as often as you have I wouldn’t slap a horsefly off the 
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patience and power to ‘stay calm. 

“Job was just a peevish piker 
alongside of you Dave,” one of them 
told me. ‘Say now how about let- 
ting me sub for you the next time 
you're insulted. I'll knock the warts 
off the family scutcheon and you just 
pretend you don’t know me. If the 
cops get me it won’t matter much. 
Dad’s got some influence in this 
town and while I probably couldn’t 
murder an old blind apple woman 
and get away with it, I can do most 
anything short of that and come 
clear in twenty-four hours.” 


“FT HAT’S nice of you,” I told him, 
“but my self restraint doesn’t 
extend to the point of calmly walk- 
ing out on a kick and claw party while 
a pal stays behind to do my doing. 
No. I'll have to ask you boys to 
keep your hands in your pockets and 
your tongues between your teeth.” 
“You're the commander,” one of 
them says. “If you can stand what 
you’ve been taking tonight without 
coming to a boil far be it from us 
to bubble over against your wishes 
no matter what happens.’ 

Nice boys. Good people to have 
along. 

We meet the girls about a quarter 
of eight and have dinner. The 
waiter is a surly thug, blowing him- 
self to a special fit of temper. He 
snarls at me all through the meal 
and then calls me out loud so every- 
body can hear when I leave him 
twice the tip he was entitled to 
even if he’d given us decent service. 
I keep right on smiling and get out 
without once shutting a fist. 


The might before we were to be mar- 
ried Mary made some slghting 
remarks about’ Spud. can't 
say that about my buddy,” I said and 
I left her on the bench where we had 
been sitting. I realized then that my 
feeling for her had vanished. She was 
out of my heart forever 


The first cabaret we make there’s 
a freshman from Berkeley at the 
next table, weaving about on what's 
probably his maiden souse. He only 
stays out from under the table for 
about ten minutes after we get there 
but he puts in all that time trying to 
force me to kill him. After he had 


spoken every insult he could remem- 
j ber he staggered over and pulled my 
hair. Then he playfully undid my 


end of my own nose for fear of waking up in jail with the 
rest of my life all mapped out for me. The engagement for 
tonight which I said I had forgotten was just a lot of hooey. 
Boy, you’re one of us. Let’s go get the girls.” 

Isn’t it funny how hard it is to be good when you try? I'll 
bet if I’d gone out that night looking for trouble I couldn’t 
have located a frown-or a closed fist in all the city of San 
Francisco, but just because I was determined to stay clear, 
everybody I met was just bound to pick a quarrel with me. 
We went from here to there on our way to meet the girls, and 
in every place we visited, some doddering wreck I could have 
whipped with a backhanded slap would suddenly decide he 
was a wild, hungry lion and start roaring at me. I'll bet if I'd 
met a rabbit that night it would have snarled and bit me! 

The boys I was with were goofy with admiration of my 


necktie. And they knifed Caesar for 
wading through a river. Oh, well! 

I took it all and kept on smiling! 

On our way to the next port of call for the evening’s cruise 
we catch a tough taxi driver who’s had just one too many. He 
misunderstood the address and when I found out he was go- 
ing wrong and tried to set him right he stopped the cab, jerked 
open the door and insisted that I get out and take what he 
had to give me. I smoothed him down to the mere growling 
point with a ten dollar bill—we’d only ridden about five 
blocks—got another cab and finally arrived at the second 
cabaret, still smiling and more determined than ever to keep 
out of trouble no matter what happened. 

The girls were on my side. They were agreed that I was 
the very nicest man they had ever met. The one I had drawn 
said to me: [Continued on page 116} 
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fir: 

have been a professional corespondent for six years and it has taught me that men aren't on 

as selfish as they are supposed to be, and women don’t know what they want. Usually the exc 
wife is a vain pleasure-loving creature who wants to be free. I have known dozens of husbands 
who permitted their wives to divorce them solely from a sense of chivalry. Generally the wife has 


wanted to marry another man 
64 
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Suits Yet Have Never Broken Up a eMan’s ome. Perhaps You 


Know eMe Better as 


“blonde 


HAVE been the corespondent in neariy five hundred 
I divorce suits. In most of these cases I have figured as 

the “unknown blonde”. Tearful wives have won the 
sympathy of the court by telling how I destroyed their 
happiness. 

Yet I am not, as you think, a heartless wretch, a siren who 
lures husbands from their devoted wives. The truth is, I 
have no vampish ways. Not one husband has left his home 
for me. I am merely one of the stage settings devised to 
make a joke of the New York State divorce laws. I am what 
is known as a professional corespondent. Let me explain. 

A husbind may beat his wife or the wife may nag her hus- 
band until he is a mental wreck, but under the law they must 
remain married unless infidelity can be proved in court. The 
laws of the state recognize only one ground for divorce— 
infidelity of one or the other to the letter of the marriage vow. 

Rich couples scorn the law by go- 
ing to Paris or Reno. Those less 


I walked grimly into a cigar store and spent my last nickel to 
call up a man I knew only casually. He was a sort of hanger 
on around Broadway. Sometimes he was an actor, sometimes 
a producer but he always had plenty of money and I knew he 
was good-hearted. 
Fortunately I caught him just as he was going out and at 
the suggestion that we have dinner together he was delighted. 
I tried to appear disinterested in the food when the waiter 
set before us a steaming platter of fried chicken, but it was 
the first time in my life I had ever been actually starved 
“My gosh,” said George M——, “I never saw anyone enjoy 
food so much in my life!” 
“Why not?” I asked. “It’s my first decent meal in days.” 
And I went on to tell him what desperate straits I was in. 
After dinner he insisted that I accept a small loan to tide me 
over until something turned up and then he said encouragingly: 
“Now don’t worry. I'll run 
across something in a day or 


fortunate resort to collusion, which 
means that one or the other is 
“framed” by mutual consent. For 
this purpose we professional core- 
spondents are “for rent” by day or 
night to any unhappy couple. 

How did I get into this strange 
work? Not by choice, I can tell 
you. Necessity drove me to it— 
the need for food and shelter. I 
have to laugh now when I think 
how ambitious I once was! I had 
ambitions that brought me from the 
small town that was my home 
straight to Broadway, to be a great 
actress. But I never got farther 
than the chorus. The final blow 
came when I slipped on the ice go- 
ing home after the show one night 
and tore a ligament in my foot. I! 
was laid up for weeks, and when 
I finally recovered, my funds were 
exhausted and the doctor told me I 
could never again earn my living by 
dancing. 

I had few friends in New York, 
and they were mostly chorus girls 
who lived a gypsy sort of life, mov- 
ing from one apartment to another. 


ing personal story. 


ow many times have you read, in the 
course of a divorce action, that the 


wife asking for separation, named as core- 


spondent, “an unknown blonde”? 


Do you know that certain women make a 
business of hiring themselves out to help 
further a divorce action and furnish the 
basis for the only grounds on which divorces 
are granted in certain states, among them 
being notably New York? 


Here is the honest story of a woman who 
practically makes her living serving as a 
“professional corespondent”’. 

It is one of the most unusual human 
documents that has ever come into this edi- 
torial office. Of course nowhere except in 
Smart Set could you find such an amaz- 


so and in the meantime you 
won't starve.” 

Two days later he called me 
up and asked me to meet him 
for dinner. When he _ had 
ordered the meal he leaned 
across the table and said: 

“I have a way for you to 
make some money, if you 
aren't too squeamish.” 

“Well, go on.” 

“Remember Martin G——? 
Martin’s been a darn good 
friend of mine, poor chap. 
['ve just had a session with 
him. He’s gloomy as a blood- 
hound. It’s terrible what a 
woman can do to a fine, sensi- 
tive chap like Martin! Per- 
fectly mad about his wife but 
she doesn’t want him. She’s 
got a bit in Zerner’s new show 
and says married life is ruin- 
ing her chances for a career. 
She wants a divorce.” 

“Why doesn’t she get it?” I 
asked. 

“Because Martin can’t af- 
ford to send her some place 


I couldn’t ask them for charity and 

I wouldn’t go back home. So at 

first I took any kind of a job I could get—salesgirl, waitress 
or dress model, but I was still weak from lying in bed so long 
and when I had been on my foot an hour the pain became 
excruciating. 

The time came when I didn’t have so much as a quarter to 
my name. It was about seven o'clock one evening and I 
hadn’t eaten since breakfast. I couldn’t borrow from my land- 
lady because I was already behind two weeks in my rent. So 
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where she can get it on decent 

grounds. He hasn’t been un- 

faithful, so there’s only one way out, according to his lawyer.” 

He paused to light a cigarette. I didn’t see exactly what all 
this had to do with me but his next words enlightened me: 

“The lawyer says Martin must hire a professional core- 

spondent so that his wife will have the evidence the law de- 

mands for a divorce. Martin balks at the idea of deliberately 

going to a room with a strange woman. And that’s where you 

come in!” He sat back, a bit flushed [Continued on page 126} 
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HE mulls ot the gods ground slowly, but at last they gave 
_ into my hands the son of the man whose interest in me 
had caused his wife, Mrs. John L. Karby, to name me as 
corespondent in her suit for divorce—the son of the woman, 
who, not satisfied with ruining my reputation that way, had 
likewise accused me of stealing her jewels. But now I was 
tasting revenge and it was sweet! Kenneth Karby, the son 
of my enemies, loved me! If I went to the dogs he would go 
with me. So I could afford to defy Mrs. Karby when she 
came to try to buy me off—to pay me not to see Kenneth 
again. She had come to my apartment while I was alone but 
I kept her until Kenneth came. Now as I played them one 
against the other, I gloated over my success. 


i OU will never marry him!” Mrs. Karby said. “It’s 
not just, and if there’s a God in Heaven he will prevent 
such a thing.” 

“Stop, mother!” Kenneth cried in distress. 
“You'll never marry him!” she repeated and her eyes never 
left my face as she made the statement that seemed final. 


“Possibly not. I don’t know that I care to marry Kenneth. 
What does that matter to me—whether I am his wife or not? 
What possible difference does it make to me now?” 

“Mother! You must go!” Kenneth said in desperation. 

“I’m going,” Mrs. Karby said. “Some day, Kenneth, when 


you come to your senses and realize that you have ruined your 
life and mine too, you will remember this day and be sorry 
because you didn’t listen to the words of your mother who 
loves you dearly.” 

“You hate Savannah so much I don’t see how you could 
have room in your heart for any love whatever!” he said. 


That letter! How did I ever get the strength to 
write it. I poured my broken heart into it, 
telling Kenneth I would never see him again 
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“Time will soften this blow and turn it into 
a beautiful memory,” Kenneth’s father said. 
“You won't be alone in the world ever again, 
Savannah. I mean to look out for you as if 

you were my own 


daughter 
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The Closing Chapter of My Dead Life 


“Please go, mother. We are passing the limits of 
decency.” 

“I’m going,” she said. ‘You have chosen be- 
tween us.” 

“No, it’s not a choice,” he declared. “I love you 
mother, and I always will, but I can’t let you dictate 
to me in this. I’m a man, and my life is my own 
to live as seems best to me.” 

There was grief on his face as they parted, but 
there was something of strength too, that I had not 
seen before. Involuntarily I was stirred with pity 
for him. After all, he could not hate his mother as 
I did, and I don’t suppose he could understand my 
feelings. Nevertheless, he was able to see the in- 
justice that she had done me, the cruelty of her 
attitude toward a girl who had never done her a 
conscious wrong. 

I believed then, and I believe now, that justice 
was entirely on my side. Kenneth Karby, despite 
his natural affection for his mother, was big enough 
to see it too, and brave enough to stand on the side 
he believed to be right. 


wrt quality does a woman love most in a 
man? Strength, I imagine; moral fiber, cour- 
age to defy anything for the sake of an ideal. That, 
I think, is the most powerful appeal a man can have 
for a woman. And by the term woman, I do not 


woman who has lived and suffered and, in the bitter 
school of experience, has come to have a hard- 
earned knowledge of life. 

I looked at Kenneth with new eyes. I saw the 
man I had only before imagined, behind his well- 
bred exterior. 

How slight is the dividing line between virtue 
and vice! How slight the gap between the narrow- 
ness of his mother’s attitude and the inherited 
strength that in Kenneth had developed into un- 
compromising adherence to the ideal of squareness. 
In mother and son the same basic quality had been 
shaped a little differently. Back of him, like a 
shadow, I could see the outlines of his father John 
L. Karby, but Kenneth was a refinement, a subtle 
improvement over the original. He stood looking 
at me, the sorrow fading from his face as some 
inner consolation began to blot out the pain of the 
last few minutes. 

“When I came in, Savannah, you put your arms 
around me and kissed me,” he said. “You never 
did a thing like that before. Tell me, dear, was it 
because you love me?” 

Strangely enough, I felt no inclination whatever 
to lie to him. 

“No, I did that because I knew your mother was here and 
I wanted her to see me in your arms. I wasn’t quite sincere, 
was I?” 

He looked at me with deeply troubled eyes, hurt, confused. 

“Savannah, why do you do such things? I know‘ that 
double-dealing is not natural for you. You're above it. You're 
too fine.” 

“I have told you the truth, and you won't believe it!” I in- 
sisted. “I'm not too fine for anything.” 

“I don’t care what you told me,” he said. “I don’t believe 
anything bad about you. If you told me definitely with your 
own lips, that you had done anything to be ashamed of I 
would not believe it. Sometimes when I look at you it 
seems as though a light was shining about you, a halo—” 

“A halo of sin,” I said with a little bitter laugh. “No, 
Kenneth, it’s no go. My heart is wicked” 
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As I stood with the boy's mother a physician came into the room. 


“You're lying to me, and you're lying to yourself!” he de- 
clared. “You're good!” 

Yes, in one sense I am. I admit it. Not that it matters. I 
suppose I’m still a good girl; but that is a physical fact, 
and has nothing to do with the way I feel inside. I tell you I 
have ,»t rid of all scruples and morals.” 


i I thank God that I found you before it was too late, 
found you before you went utterly to pieces!” he said. 

“If I go to pieces, what does it matter?” I said. “I wouldn’t 
mind in the least.” 

Kenneth looked at me, horror-stricken; but I was sincere. 
The strain had been too much for me; every ounce of my 
moral resistance had been crushed and pulverized. Outwardly, 
I think I must have looked the same, but I was a hollow shell 
ready to crumple at the first touch. 

“Savannah! You don’t know what you're saying!” he 
cried, shocked and bewildered. 

“I don’t care. I’m too tired.” 


“Kenneth is resting now,” 
words, we all sensed the fact that a crisis 


The strength that had borne me up so long was now gone, 
utterly. I had been going along on sheer nerve; without 
realizing it I had been exhausting my reserve force to play the 
part that had been forced upon me. 

Kenneth, in a gust of tenderness, swept me into his arms. 
For the first time in weeks something resembling peace of soul 
came to me—restful surrender—the soothing magic of close 
contact with a loving heart. I closed my eyes; sweet, quieting, 
magnetism seemed to course through my whole body, stilling 
me, dulling the ache that was in my heart. 


te lips met; my arms stole around Kenneth’s neck. No 
man had ever kissed me that way before; I had never put 
so much of myself into a caress. 

“T love you . Savannah!” he said. 

Suddenly, I found myself weeping a my head slipped 
down till it snuggled on his shoulder. The rough fabric of 
his coat was comfortably harsh on my cheek. 

I was like a runner, spent at the end of a long race; I was 
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he said, “but I think I should have a consultation.” 
for Kenneth was rmmediately at hand. 


tired. As though I were a child, Kenneth picked me up in his 
arms, carried me across the room, deposited me in a little 
heap at the end of the deep divan and sai down beside me. 


= OU’RE the only one in the world that cares about me,” 
I said. “I thought I could stand alone. but I can’t!” 

He bent over me, whispering: 

“You do care, Savannah. Tell me you do!” 

The whole world narrowed into a little circle that encom- 
passed only Kenneth and me and I heard myself saying: 

“T love you, Kenneth!” 

“Oh, you belong to me, Savannah! I fought for you and 
battled for you and you're mine at last! My girl, I can’t 
believe it. I can’t believe my dream has come true! Savannah, 
kiss me again, and tell me that you do love me!” 

‘I love you, Kenneth!” I said and I meant it. 

Oh, the wonder of it! The miracle of love leaping into being. 
it was witchery and magic! What sweet spell was this? What 
bewildering madness had unlocked the chains that had always 


Back of those quiet 


held me fast in spite of myself. 

My other self, the subcon- 
scious Savannah Ldne, with all 
of the hidden fervor of a primi- 
tive woman, took possession of 
me in that moment. 

“T love you!” I sobbed. “I'm 
not a bad girl, Kenneth, and I 
love you! I love you!” 

“I worship you, dearest!” he 
said. “I want you to be my 
wife. We're going to be mar- 
ried, Savannah—” 

Ah, to be married to Kenneth 
Karby; to rest securely forever 
in his protecting arms. The 
security of it. And the danger! 
I struggled in his arms. 

“Kenneth, we mustn't. We 
must stop!” 


LOWLY his embrace relaxed. 
“Savannah, tell me_ the 
truth. Before God, there never 
was another man?” 
- “Never! I swear it, Ken- 
neth!” His arms came around 
me again. 

Through the open window of 
the apartment a cool breeze 
blew in, fluttering the curtain. 
Far below us the noise of the 
city was a dim hum. Peace 
came to us, deep and quiet—the 
calm after the storm. 

“T think it is the most glorious 
thing that ever happened to any 
human being, just to love you!” 
Kenneth said. “Savannah, | al- 
ways loved you, from the first 
moment I saw you. I knew you 
thought it was only infatuation 
with me. You would never let 
me tell you before that I loved 
you, but you know now, dear, 
don’t you?” 

Ah, the sweetness of it! My 
heart filled until I thought it 
would break. My eyes were 
wet with tears. 

“I’ve been watching you day 
by day, wondering how long you 
could keep up. I wanted to be 
close to you, Savannah, always in case anything happened to 
you. I was afraid for you. I knew you were never really as 
aggressive and independent as you seemed to be. That was 
false, dear. You weren’t your real self. Why you're scarcely 
more than a child, just a little girl.” 


COULDN'T help smiling a little. “I guess I’m licked, 

Kenneth. I thought I was brave, but I couldn’t have 
carried on another day.” 

His eyes, glowing with a wonderful light, studied me. “I 
was so afraid you wouldn’t love me, Savannah. Even now 
I can hardly believe you do. It’s like a miracle!” 

“Tt is a miracle!” I told him. “I can’t explain it myself. 
All at once I knew I loved you, and then it seemed as though 
I had loved you forever and ever, away back as far as I can 
remember in the past.” 

He got up from where he had been sitting beside me, 
brushing his tumbled hair back from his forehead. From 
some one of his pockets he brought [Continued on page 92] 
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Understands Love Becau 


Problem 


of a Gir/ 
Who Writes: 


se She Loves Young People 


Dont Like His 


you will be just plain disgusted with her for not appre- 
ciating a boy like “Jim” and telling her family she means 

to marry him. But I think her letter will teach all of you a 
good lesson in real honest-to-goodness American democracy. 
Ethel, you see, comes from what is called a “fine old family.” 
They're not rich and Ethel has to work, but they are in the 
social register and I’m sorry to say they're snobbish, too. 
Ethel has been brought up to believe that the man she marries 
must come of an equally “fine old family” and that if he also 
displays a tendency toward snobbishness it is a sign of good 
breeding. Never mind his character or his health or his 
ability to keep Ethel’s love and make her happy. The family 


Goon of you are going to feel sorry for Ethel and some of 


has spoken and that is supposed to settle things for her 

Only it hasn't turned out that way. Ethel has fallen .in love 
with a plumber! And just wait till Ethel’s family finds that 
out. Of course he isn’t exactly the kind of plumber who comes 
to your house in dirty overalls and messes up the place with 
his wrenches when there's a leak. He's a boss plumber now. 
Jim is, and mighty proud of it, too. But, as I said before, 
just wait! 

“And to think,” Ethel writes, “I always wanted to marry a 
writer or an artist or somebody like that! A gentleman. 
Sometimes I wish I had never met Jim, but I suppose that’s 
a silly thing to say because until I met Jim I never knew what 
real happiness was. 
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“The first time I saw him was when he came to see about 
putting a wash basin in the corner of our office and we got 
into conversation that way. He got into the habit of dropping 
in every day or so to see how the men were getting on and 
then he began dropping in to see me. I went to lunch with 
him a couple of times and then to dinner and a show but I 
didn’t dare tell the family because they would have wanted to 
know all about him. Who was his grandfather? His great- 
grandmother? What was his profession? Profession! A 
plumber. I didn’t have the courage, so I kept on meeting 
Jim away from home and telling my family nothing about him. 

“Then we started going 
to dances and the more I 


“And he isn’t polished or dignified when he’s out in com- 
pany. Why, if I brought him home he’d probably begin to 
rip apart our plumbing (I don’t mean literally of course!) and 
tell Dad what he ought to have instead. And I know he'd 
set mother crazy with his slang expressions and his jokes. Oh, 
I wish Jim were a little more serious. 

“The worst of it is I can’t change him. Plumbing is a 
passion with him; he doesn’t know how to do anything else. 
He wouldn’t want to learn. But perhaps I can change myself 
and that’s why I’m writing to you. Maybe there’s something 
you can say that will make me less snobbish’ about Jim’s 

business and Jim. I adore 
him, Mrs. Madison, really 


saw of him the better I 
liked him. Love came 
slowly because I kept fight- 
ing it, and telling myself I 
never could fall in love 
with a plumber, not in a 
million years! Then Jim 
went away for two weeks 
to visit his family and I 
thought I’d die, I missed 
him so. When he came 
back I told him and he said 
he felt the same way. When 
he told me he loved me, I 
just had to admit that I 
loved him, too. 

“We've been going to- 
gether now for almost a 
year and Jim says that just 
as soon as he has five thou- 
sand in the bank and can 
make a payment on a 
house and buy some furni- 
ture we're going to be mar- 
ried. He's already given 
me a beautiful ring but I 
keep it hidden all the time 
I’m home. I’ve told him 
how critical my family is 
and that it would be un- 
pleasant to bring him home, 
and he wasn’t hurt or an- 
gry. He just laughed and 
said: ‘It’s all right with 
me, honey.’ But this can’t 
go on forever. I’ve got to 
tell them sometime and 
then what will I do? 


another 
thing that’s bothering 

me, too. It’s my own feel- 
ings. Whenever I think of 
Jim’s scrubby little office 
with plumbing samples all 
around I just sort of shrivel 
up inside and I have to 
fight the desire to break 
things off between us. I 
fight it because I know I'd 
be miserable if any thing 
came between Jim and me. 
“It’s funny, too, that i 
love him so because our 
tastes are so different. At 
heart I’m artistic and love 


been? 


it-would almost kill them. 


but have I the right to 


to a Catholic. 
what is right.—Esther. 


closes July 31st, 1927. 


Can Love Win Over Religious 
Differences? 
Martha Madison's Prize Contest 


Often Mrs. Madison gets a problem that is so big 
and so vital that she wants her readers to share with her 


the hard task of solving it. 
What can you tell this girl? 

Dear Martha Madison: I'm secretly engaged to a 
Catholic boy whom my father will not permit to come to 
the house. We are Jews, and my parents are orthodox 
Jews, and if they knew I was thinking of marrying him 


My fiance's people are also opposed to the match but 
not so strongly as my people 
I am willing to give my bs 
ing sorrow to my 

their old age? Their religion is all they live for and I 
really believe they'd rather see me dead than married 


erything for the man I love, 


And so I ask you, which should I choose? I want to do 


For the best 250 word answer to this letter SMART 
Set will give a prize of $10; for the second best $7; for 
the third best $5; and one dollar to each of the next ten 
best. Mrs. Madison will act as judge and contest 


I do, and if you could meet 
him you'd see what a fine, 
lovable boy he is. So if 
you’re disgusted with me, 
help me out for Jim’s sake? 


Please? Ethel.” 
I love art and books and 
music and poetry, too, 


Ethel, but I honestly be- 
lieve that plumbing ren- 
ders as beautiful and great 
a service as the most per- 
fect picture or story or song 
that was ever painted or 
written. Art is food for the 
soul, to be sure, but if I 
| had to choose between swell 
pictures in my living room 
and up-to-date plumbing in 
my house, I’d choose the 
plumbing. I need my 
health before I can appre- 
ciate art and beauty and I 
need a clean house to keep 
me healthy. 


HAT’S art anyway, 
Ethel? Only lines 
and colors and thoughts and 
tones and the only ones 
who really enjoy it are 
those who have been train- 
ed to enjoy it. 
But plumbing! Plumb- 
ing is a thing that makes 
life happier and cleaner and 
more comfortable for the 
whole world. It renders 
humanity a tremendous hu- 
man and practical service. 
Can that be said of art? 
The artist or poet or 
writer thinks only of ex- 
pressing himself through his 
work. The plumber has a 
great and serious purpose 
in life. Service to human- 
ity. And when it really 
comes down to everyday 
living, Jim’s invention to 
keep pipes from freezing is 
worth a whole lot more to 
the world than the most 
magnificent oil painting that 
ever parked itself in the 
| Metropolitan Museum of 


What has your experience 


parents in 


good books and music and i 
poetry and beautiful paint- 

ings. Jim lives only for 

his horrid old plumbing business and me. I'm interested in 
all the new scientific discoveries; Jim always pottering around 
his dirty little shop designing bathtubs and kitchen sinks and 
now he’s working on an invention to keep pipes from freez- 
ing. If it turns out right he says he’ll make thousands of 
dollars and we'll go to Europe on our honeymoon. Maybe 


he’s right, but I'd be mortified to death to admit my husband 
was a wealthy plumber. 


Do you blame me for this? 


Art. Don’t you think so? 

Poor Jim! I'll bet he'd 
give his eye to put that into 
his own words when you sniif at his plumbing business. And 
I'll bet he’s thinking that if his little invention does pan out 
and he makes his fortune your family will welcome him with 
open arms. Don’t let them kid you, Ethel. With a little 
money and a little influence anybody can get his name in the 
social register. We haven’t any aristocracy in America. And 
Jim’s family is as old, and maybe older, than yours and it’s 
probably just as fine. Money doesn’t [Continued on page 88) 
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We Just Hate to 
Admit It. 


E AND the Editor 

never agree. That’s 
because he’s a stubborn gent. We’re 
always ready to give in—if we 
get our own way. The other day, 
though, he caught us. He said he 
had a grand serial and asked us to 
read it. We smiled in that superior 
way you know so well and said, “All 
right.” That’s how we happened to 
read “Flame of the Desert.”” Hot rhu- 
barb in the canebrake, that’s some 


story told by the queen of ’em all. 
* 


Don’t Make Us Blush 


Anyway, these are nice things that are said 
about your page—it’s more yours than ours— 
so we pass em on. Maybe they’ll make you 
all feel better. It’s words like this that keep 
us going, and, honest, we wish we had more of 
them. They aren’t all so nice, but every 
knock’s a boost. Here they are: 


“I certainly enjoy your page. Peps me up 
after a hard day at the office.” 
Nettie V. Kyser, Fairfield, Ala. 


Is this Aleck Smart person supposed to be 
funny? Or what?—Pike Peters, New Rochelle, 


r 


“We certainly enjoy reading your 
magazine, but for just fun we think 
your department is the best of all. Why 
don't you have several pages instead of 
just one? You would think this was the 


Smart Set office to see the Smart Sets 
scattered all over the place.’’—Mildred 
C. Doepping, Steubenville, Ohio. 


“Permit me to congratulate you upon you, 
splendid victory with the boss, namely the rise 
you were so fortunate in obtaining . . . But 
surely it was a reward well deserved, for in my 
humble opinion, your very clever page, This 
Funny World, ranks with the cream of humor- 
ous periodicals. You can tell the Boss I said 
so, too.” —Geraldine Hittle, Omaha, Nebr. 


“If you don’t put a stop to the sap who 


signs himself Aleck Smart I'll stop 
buying your otherwise fine magazine.”’ 


—Mildred Haddock, Tacoma, Wash. 


p by Aleck 


NAPPY co-eds, who wear up-to-the- 

minute skirts, are all het up over the 
report that college girls in Texas are 
refusing to wear short skirts. These co- 
eds, with emancipated legs, say that 
Southern modesty bunch must have 
knock knees or be bow-legged. Now 
listen, Kitty, Kitty! 


For Better or For Worse 


“An entirely new type of woman is rapidly 
being developed by modern living.’’—Madame 
Helena Rubenstein. 

The pink and white doll has faded, 
And the girl who faints is gone; 
The hair is no longer braided, 
For the hair—it ain't so long. 


Today they are strapping creatures, 
(And strapping is what I mean). 
Their faces are full of features— 
know what's imthe bean! 


One Dollar for Each 


Here are the ten poets that came through 
with a last line to the June limerick and grab- 
bed down for themselves a buck a piece. The 
mistake we made was in not giving more prizes. 
There were a big bunch of contestants who de- 
served anyway half a buck each. Sorry, and 
thank you, folks. ‘“Let’s wait; things look 
different at noon.”—R. M. Spalding, Fitch- 
burg, Mass. “My wifie thinks June is too 
soon.”—Ashley M. Chandler, Toledo, Ohio. 
“He thought it was rather too soon.”—Bethy 
de Fay, Easton, Pa. “I think that’s a LITTLE 
too soon.”"—Mrs. Byron Davis, Kansas City, 
Mo. “That he'd rather it weren’t so soon.” — 
Miss Carolyn Moore, York, S. C. “Please 
excuse me, my dear, I was stewn.”—C. L. 
Armstrong, Hazleton, Iowa. “I think really 
that’s awfully soon.”"—Vida B. Butcher, 
Oconomowoc, Wis. “Last night I was all out 
of tune.”—Alice B. Streb, Rochester, N. Y. 
“That he really had spoken too soon.””—Gene- 
vieve S. Kimbrough, Greenwood, Miss. “I’m 
sorry I asked you so soon.” —Mrs. Philip Birch, 
Cochituate, Mass. 

> 


Here’s to You, Limerick Fans 


Write the last line to this limerick and win a 
prize. Aleck Smart is judge, contest closes 
July 31st, 1927. Smart Ser will give $5 for 
the best line and $1 to each of the next five 
best. Let's go: 

There was a young lady named Grace 
Who never admired her own face; 
The boys all declare 
Such a damsel is rare; 
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Razzing the 
Editor 
Oh, the world is so full 
of boosting and pull 
How can a swell jane 
get a show? 


' For the fun of the thing see the glorified king 


You're cash in his pocket, vou know. 
(See the so Door to the Follies ) 
Now the gent had certain features on his face 
I didn’t like, 
And I guess mv mug annoyed him for he set 
himself to strike; 
Nothing said, you understand me; we just wrecked 
the place for fun; 
And we woke up friends, but prisoners, when the 
thing we tried was done. 
(See Me and Him and the Girl Friend.) 


Chance for Wise Crackers 


What is the right answer when your 
boy friend says in that charming off- 
hand manner of his: ‘‘Of course, you 
know I’m married. But that dosen’t 
need to make any difference’’? One 
dollar from Smart Set for each of the ten 
best answers. Aleck Smart is judge and 
contest closes July 31, 1927. 


College Boys Are So Funny 


“What Every Young Girl Ought to Know,” 
has been renamed, according to the Princeton 
Tiger, and is now called, ““What Every Young 
Girl Knows by This Time.”. . Funny thing, 
meditates the Virginia Reel, how many animals 
are killed to dress the girl that is dressed to 
kill . . . Cuthbert asked us, says Williams 
Purple Cow, how long girls should be loved. 


““Same as short girls, we told him, and stana 
on a chair if you have to.” . . . My new girl, 
admits the Grinnell Matteaser, is one of those 
two by four girls. Dances till two and by four 
you’re broke . . . The difference between 
kissing in 1900 and 1927, according to the 
Vanderbilt Masquerader, is the difference be- 
tween discussion and performance . . . Mink 
has figured it out like this: An arm stuck out 
of a collegiate looking car ahead of you means 
driver is knocking ashes off his cigarette, is 
going to turn to the right, is jawing his date, is 
going to turn to the left, is pointing out where 
is bootlegger lives, is going to back up, is 
saluting a passing car, or is going to stop. 


Why All Those Clothes? 


Mrs. Almon W. Lytle, of Buffalo, says an 
Albany paper, who received with the assembly- 
women, was gowned in white sweet peas. 
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Young-Looking Skin 


cAccent your natural coloring with youthful shades of Beauty Powder and Bloom 


BY MADAME JEANNETTE DE CORDET 

Beauty Specialist 

ISCRIMINATING women se- 

lect Pompeian Beauty Powder 

for its purity, its velvety texture, and 

the perfection of its shades. It has 

the ever-desirable virtue of adhering 

well, maintaining its finish of loveli- 
ness for hours at a time. 

Pompeian Bloom adds the color- 
ful note that typifies youth. This 
rouge brings the natural coloring, and 
seems to round the cheeks to the 
tender line of girlhood. 


Medium, Oriental, Orange, Light 
and Dark Rose tones are to be found 
in Pompeian Bloom—with the more 
subtle shades of Pompeian Beauty 
Powder—Flesh, Peach (formerly Nat- 
urelle), Rachel, and White. 

You can prove the flattering effect 
of Pompeian Beauty Powder and 
Pompeian Bloom by purchasing them 
this very day at your favorite toilet 
goods counter, or fill out the coupon 
and you will receive free samples of 
the Powder and the Bloom (rouge) 
in a dainty, diminutive compact. 


Smart Purse-Size Bloom Compact 
This beguiling new case encloses the unchanging 
perfection of Pompeian Bloom. It is a beautiful 
little conceit — one of the dainty accessories that 
women delight to carry. 


FILL OUT AND MAIL TODAY 


Madame Jeannette, The Pompeian Laboratories, 
Dept. 408H, 595 Fifth Avenue, New York. 

Please send me the free samples of Pompeian Beauty 
Powder and Bloom. 


Name__ 
Address 
_State 


Powder shade wanted_ 
Medium Bloom sent unless another shade requested 
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HARING sweethearts is not popu- 
S lar. Those who wrote letters to 
Smart SET in answer to the 
question, “Shall I Share My Sweet- 


heart?” almost without exception 
emphatically say, No. It seems hard 
to change the possessive tendency. 


Apparently the girl of today wants 
her man to be hers, and a man wants 
his girl to be his. Certain privileges 
are accorded that were undreamed of 
a few years ago. But these things are 
tolerated, not encouraged or enjoyed. 
They are condoned and jealousy is 
deplored. Back of this liberality, 
these letters prove, is again desire to 
have trust and devotion on the 
old exclusive basis to own one’s 


inning etter 


I'll be darned if I'll share my Man. Gen- 
uine love has no price in dollars, money can 
not buy it, so why trade it for a few 
tawdry thrills? The men you bestow your 
caresses on today will never think of you 
when you are old and have begun to get 
fleshy, but the one man will never see any- 
thing in you but a beautiful girl. 

I love my Sweetheart dearly but believe 
me I will not play second fiddle to him. He 
was quite a sheik before we began to love 
one another, but I had a serious talk with 
him and he decided he wanted me rather 
than the thrills. Would I Share My Sweet- 
heart? I'll tell the cock-eyed world I 
won't.—One Man Girl, Valdosta, Ga. 


Everything or nothing is the slogan 
of E. M. Webber, winner of the third 
prize. Sharing caresses is a thing she 


weetheart© 


riters 


I'd let him go: Perhaps it’s selfish but | 
want to feel that I fill his every need in 
this game of living, loving, playing and 
dreaming. Possibly I expect too much but 
I'll work with that end in view.. 

Not so long ago I was hectically in love 
with a man considerably older than I. When 
he found it convenient we “played” i: 
dependently and I soon proved to my sur- 
prise, that absence does make the heart gro\ 
fonder—of somebody else! We had so man, 
little affairs-on-the-side, that it was harder 
each time to get together again. The in- 
evitable break came, which finally resulted 
in the wise resolve that the next time it 
would have to be everything or nothing 

I now have ample opportunity to te-t 
this theory. (Yes, I’m in love again!) So 
far, it seems to be working beautifull, 
without any effort—a sort of natural se- 
quence to our avowal. We are 
happy in each other’s love and com- 
panionship and are developing and 


sweetheart. 

The first prize goes to Mar- 
ian Brodie, and while she is 
tolerant her letter discloses a 
longing for exclusive possession 
and a desire on her part to be- 


long to one man only. Her 
letter follows: 

GINCE I am a woman, I wish 
\J my Man to be wholly mine, 
yet not to the exclusion of other 


friendships, and certainly not with- 


out gallantry toward members of 
my sex. 
To be human is to be jealous, 


however, and had I not taken my- 
self severely to task, I might have 
lost the only man in the world for 
me. 

After I became engaged, I no 
longer cared to go about with other 
men, and as no man finds it easy 
to approach a girl who is entirely 
oblivious to his presence, I had no 
trouble at all on this score. But I 
.did not find it so easy to reconcile 
myself to the chivalrous attitude of 
my fiancé toward other women. It 
was not that he was guilty of ser- 
ious attentions, but he had for all 
our women friends an attitude that 
I resented. 


Smart Set Prize Winners 
on Shall I Share My 
Sweetheart? 


First Prize 
Marian Brodie, Palo Alta, Calif. 


Second Prize 
One-Man-Girl, Valdosta, Ga. 


Third Prize 
E. M. Webber, Belleville, N. J. 


Eight $1 Prize Winners 
H. Pine, Syracuse, N. Y. 
Eloise Neff, South Bend, Ind. 
Dorothy McIntosh, Metis Beach, Quebec 
M. Session, Palo Alta, Calif. 
Beverly Barter, New Orleans, La. 
Vivian Martin, Houston, Texas 
Dahlia Dane, Winthrop, Mass. 
Almora H. Bursaw, Lansing, Mich. 


creating every conceivable common 
interest. 

When we are married, I expect 
to do my “darnedest” to keep him 
interested in me and if he show/a 
fall for the neighbor’s flapper daugh- 
ter or somebody’s stenog, I’ll— Well. 
that’s another problem and I’m not 
going to do any premature crossing 
of bridges and develop an inferior- 
ity complex—E. M. W., Belleville, 


Now here’s one from a man. 
This is given to show vou that 
men are as strongly opposed to 
sharing sweethearts as girls are. 


S A man, I am absolutels 
against the idea of shariny 
sweethearts. I do not mean to say 
that my sweetheart should be a one 
man girl. Let her have as man: 
friends as her heart desires, but on 
the other hand let her be one sweet- 
heart, true and sincere in the mean- 
ing of that term. Friend and sweet- 
heart are two distinct terms, each 
having its own results and purposes. 
Personally I would not flirt with 
my sweetheart’s girl-friends. I feel 
it is too dangerous a game to trifle 
with. 
Nerves often run out of our con 


One evening, when I had decided 
that I would stand this no longer, 
I saw Frank bending devotedly 
over a white haired old lady, who was evi- 
dently made very happy by his attention. 
As I stood watching the picture they made, 
I suddenly realized that what I had taken to 
be mild philandering was really a very laud- 
able gallantry toward the fair sex. 

Since that evening I have assumed a more 
reasonable attitude, and have gained much 
in happiness and peace of mind.—Marian 
Brodie, Palo Alta, Calif. 

Another One-Man-Girl gets second 
prize. She says she'll share anything 

except her sweetheart and she is 
emphatic in her refusal to condone 
philandering. She writes: 


I am a generous hearted girl and I will 
share my clothes and also my biscuit, but 


simply can’t understand if one is hon- 
estly in love. Her letter makes her 
position very clear: 


VERYTHING or nothing may be a 

foolish and even selfis. idea when ap- 
plied to a number of things but—who was 
it said that “all is fair in love and war’’? 

I can hardly conceive of any person, 
truly in love, sharing his or her caresses 
with another. Education, reading and lim- 
ited travel have made me ultra-broadminded. 
I believe in trying anything once and have 
upheld my reputation as a “good kid” but 
—share my man? Never! 

If I thought for a moment that he pre- 
ferred someone else’s kisses to mine, or that 
another woman interested him more than I, 
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trol and leave us helpless, irrational. 
a prey to our instincts. When the 
means are given in such condition. 
the outcome is fatal, results are unavoid- 
able. 

However, we have progressed. We are 
civilized. We cannot go back. Therefore. 
we must control ourselves as much as pos- 
sible, forget individual desires for the bene- 
fit of mankind and the common good.— 
H. P., Syracuse, N. 


Don’t miss the other contests in 
this issue. On pages 32, 39 and 72 
you will find chances to tell what you 
have learned out of your experiences 
and at the same time win a cash prize. 
These contests are meant to give YOU 
a chance. 


Del-a-tone Cream or Del-a-tone (pow- 
der) is sold by drug and department stores, 
or sent prepaid anywhere in U. S. in plain 
wrapper for $1.00. Money back if not sat- 
isfied. Trial package of cream or powder, 
prepaid for 10c. Address Miss Mildred 
Hadley, c/o The Delatone Company, 
Dept. 658, 721 N. Michigan Avenue, 
Chicago, Ill. Established 1908. 


in a crowd 


Conscious of something wrong—Ethel moved aside 
from the group of young people on the beach. She had 
expected such a jolly time; and now she heartily wished 
she hadn’t come. 

Not until a kind-hearted friend tactfully explained 
later, did she realize that superfluous hair is an unpar- 
donable fault that mere prettiness or personal charm 
cannot overcome. 


Del-a-tone Cream removes unwanted hair better and 
quicker than any other method. It is the only pure, 
white, fragrant depilatory cream that completely re- 
moves hair in 3 minutes. There is nothing just like it. 
Comes in handy tubes ready for immediate use on arms, 
under arms, legs, back of neck, or face. Leaves skin 
soft, white and perfectly smooth. Tends to retard hair- 
growth. 


The same quick, marvelous results are obtained 
whether you use the old reliable Del-a-tone (powder) or 
the newer Del-a-tone Cream. 


Removes Hair 


DEL-A-TONE 


CREAM or POWDER 


And for those troublesome perspiration odors, use NUL—the delightfully 
scented deodorant cream. Ask your dealer or write us. 
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your vastly improved ap- 
pearance in comparison 
with Face Powder complex- 
ions that continually streak, 
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of a new, lasting beauty 
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*‘Beauty’s Master Touch”’ 


Constant “touching up” is a 
thing of the past. The “24 hour 
complexion” rendered retains a 
soft, bewitching appearance, un- 
affected by outdoor sports, danc- 
ing or weather conditions. Astrin- 
gent and antiseptic, giving excep- 
tional results in treating blem- 
ishes, flabbiness, wrinkles, te 
muddy skins, ete. Made in whit 
flesh and rachel, also compacts. 


Ferd. T. Hopkins & Son 
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beaten, handsome in a way of his own. He 
was about thirty, and his blue eyes seemed 
to burn with color. They were like the 
eyes of a sailor, or of a man who has en- 
dured much under the open sky, who has 
led exploring expeditions in dangerous places 
or faced the shrill winds of the desert. 

But more noticeable still was his thick, 
red hair that looked like flame under his 
helmet. 

The next minute he spoke, and I knew 
something else about him. 

“Shure, it’s risky business to be bathin’ 
where there’s sharks.” 

His voice with its soft brogue told me 
better than anything else that he was an 
Irishman. 


STAMMERED my thanks, wondering 

how on earth he had come here, who he 
was, and a dozen other things. 

“Maybe you can tell me,” he said in his 


easy manner, “where I'll find a certain 
Henry Marley.” 
“I’m Henry Marley’s daughter. I'll take 


you home right away.” : 
He showed his teeth in a sudden swift 


| smile. 


Burke O'Neal.” 
added: 


name’s Captain O’Neal— 
He paused for a moment 
“They sometimes call me Flame 


“Good. Me 


‘of the Desert. I have ridden ahead to 
announce the arrival of his excellency, Mo- 
hammed Feisal El Rani, the Akbar of 
Tiflis.” 


So this was the man they called Flame 
of the Desert, the red-haired, reckless Irish 
soldier of fortunte! Thinking of how he 
had saved my life, I tried again to express 
my thanks, but he waved them off almost 
impatiently. 

I hastened to dress and mount my horse, 
and under the curious eyes of the natives, 
we began to canter towards my father’s 
house. But I noticed with satisfaction, 
they were hoisting sail and getting their 
tackle out. I had risked my life, but I had 
at least conquered their supersitition. 


I think we rode for sometime in silence, 


|though I realized the Irishman’s eyes were 


seldom away from my face. He was smiling 
in a kind of grim, thoughtful way. Then 
he began to ask me questions, abrupt, blunt 
questions, which I answered, telling him 
frankly about my life out here and what I 
did to pass the time. 

“More’s the pity to see a fine girl like 
you stuck in a hole like this,” he muttered. 

“What should I do?” 

“Fall in love with a man that knows how 


to live. Go cruising the Pacific in a fifty- 
foot vawl. Live in Italy as poor as a 
beggar. Go to London and make a pot ol 


money and spend it. But never be safe and 
sure and dull.” 


“Is that what you do?” I asked, smiling. 


| “That’s what I do.” he said soberly. 
| As my eyes travelled over his dusty, worn 


uniform, with the insignia of some foreign 
country, I knew he was telling the truth. 
He was an adventurer and the most ro- 
| mantic man I had ever seen in my life. 

By this time we were in sight of the house. 
I turned our horses over to one of the boys 
and ushered Captain O’Neal inside, but Ali 
told me my father was out. 

We sat down together in the cool, 
shadowy room, and I tried to find out the 
purpose of El Rani’s visit. 

“Oh, El Rani’s on his way to the interior. 
He’s going to visit that Sultan of his. This 
|is just a stopping point, to rest for a day 
| or so before going on with his journey.” 

I was glad to hear that, because I knew 
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Flame of the Desert 


[Continued from page 13] 


it would relieve my father. He had on 
explained to me how at a whim one of th 
local potentates could ruin a man if h- 
wished. El Rani’s trip had at least noth 
ing to do with us. 

“You see,” O’Neal continued, “this ex 


pedition has to be made slowly. We hav 
to consider Mademoiselle.” 

“Mademoiselle ?” 

“Mademoiselle Diane Decasse. She’s got 


a reputation as a dancer, and for other 
things,” he said dryly. “El Rani’s escortiny 
her into the interior.” 

“But I don’t understand,” I said. 

“Neither do I, my dear. I’m not paid 
for understanding, but for fighting.” 

His uncomfortable blue eyes were turne:i 
upon me, and my curiosity grew. When | 
had tried to thank him for what he hac 
done, he had practically stopped me, but 
somehow he fascinated me. I felt that | 
wanted to know everything about this ad 
venturer. I tried to make inquiries in litt 
quiet ways, and he answered my question- 
willingly enough, but when I was through | 
knew as little as when I had started. 

Then all at once he said in a voice that 
was low like a whisper: 

“I’ve been around the world, and I'v: 
seen a bit. But, be gad, it’s in the middl 
of the desert that I find a girl who really 
interests me.” 

“Really ?” I said, feeling stiff and _ silly 
“Perhaps you only think so.” 

He grinned. ‘Well you may be right.” 
he said. “After all I don’t know you yet.” 

For some reason or other, I felt angry 
In spite of what he had done for me, | 
wanted to hurt him then, and I didn’t know 
how. 

“It’s a pity you won't be long enough 
here to find out,” I said. 

“Oh, you never can tell,” he answered. 

Then all at once he got to his feet, and 
came towards me. I don’t think I'd ever 
been afraid before, but without knowing 
why I was afraid now. He seemed to sens¢ 
that as he halted very close to me. 

“A little afraid, eh?” 

“Afraid?” I said. “Why should I be 
afraid ?” 

“Because you feel I’m a man who always 
takes what he wants, and there’s a cer- 
tainty I’m going to want you.” 

I tried to laugh. What I might have said 
or done, I do not know, if at that moment 
there had not come a welcome interruption. 


I HEARD a confused medley of sounds 
outside and I turned to the windows. At 
the entrance gates I saw a great caravan ar- 
riving—the camels, with their strange gait. 
dragoman and beaters and servants, swarthy 
faced men with rifles, and hawk eyes peer- 
ing above manes of their horses. 

It was like a small moving city, equipped 
for any emergency. The reddish, snuil- 
colored camels showed the wealth of the 
master of all this. He evidently had many 
mercenaries of different races in his pay 
I saw tall blacks, men in fezes, and proud 
Arab heads. These groups did not mingle 
and I wondered what power it was that 
kept them from open hostility. 

Mules and horses were there in abundance, 
and I noticed a group of veiled women, 
who were already toiling with the docility 
of slaves over the task of making camp for 
the night. 

The men themselves looked like a fight- 
ing contingent, fierce and proud. 

Then at last I saw El Rani himself dis- 
mount, with the ceremony that always at- 
tends rank in the caste races. He walked 
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slowly towards the house. A woman was 
at his side. They came up the veranda to- 
gether. She was chattering away in French, 
protesting at something it seemed. He did 
not turn his head. It was as if he did not 
hear. The next moment Mohammed El 
Rani and his French companion entered the 
room. 

I can never forget my first sight of the 
desert chieftain. He was a handsome, well- 
built man still under forty. In his robes 
and under the snowy burnous, I saw that 
his figure was muscular. His dark, Oriental 
eyes were glancing everywhere, seeing every- 
thing. 


UT as I stood hesitantly, Captain O'Neal 
sprang forward to make an introduction. 

El Rani’s eyes swept over and through 
me. Then in a voice that was without a 
trace of accent, he murmured: 

“Your hospitality is a kindness I cannot 
repay. If we may refresh ourselves for a 
day or two, you will have made us happy.” 

His voice was low, suave, purring. He 
seemed a strange contrast to the Irish cap- 
tain of fortune who fought in his service. 
I ordered Ali to do everything to make him 


comfortable, and smiled in greeting at 
Mademoiselle Decasse. 

She was a pretty woman, though her 
elaborate and diaphanous costume was 
hardly suited to the hardships of desert 
travel. Her eyes went from me to O'Neal 
and back again, and she bowed coldly. 

Then my father arrived, and I was glad 
of the chance to escape and change my 
things. 

In my own room my head whirled ex- 
citedly. The strange desert chieftain with 
his inscrutable face, the French girl, and 
the Irish captain filled my mind with specu- 


lation and curiosity. I thought of Burke 
O’Neal’s words to me, and my _ cheeks 
burned. I felt unhappy and happy at the 


same time. Then I knew. I knew that 
unless I took care, I would fall in love with 
this Captain Burke O'Neal. 

I'm not going to describe in detail the 
three days that followed. For one thing it 
would be impossible. Our quiet house 
seemed to have become an armed military 
camp. Innumerable men patrolled the 
grounds, or went out on scouting expedi- 
tions. There was enough noise and confu- 
| sion for a small city. 

But El Rani proved to be as gentle and 
considerate an official as my father could 
have hoped for. In his soft, low voice, he 
would condemn the ways of his own 
countrymen. 
| “I, too, am a follower of the prophet. 

Rut there is such a thing as honor and 

gentleness.” 


ND he would talk of his experiences in 
Europe and his education in England, 


Pox | which, he said, had given him his advanced 


ideas. In spite of his warlike followers, I 
believed that he was the soul of fairness 
and even goodness. 

And that made it all the more remarkable 
that he was associated with a woman like 
Diane Decasse. It had not taken me many 

| hours to discover she was obviously of the 
demi-monde, a selfish creature full of ruthless 
impulses. From a hundred signs it was only 
too clear that she belonged to El Rani, and 
again and again I puzzled over this fact. I 
felt there must be some mystery behind it 
all that I did not understand. It was dif- 
ficult to believe that the gentle and dreamy 
Arab wanted this woman to accompany him 
to the interior. 

Meanwhile, driven by some strange im- 
pulse, I did my best to keep out of Captain 
O’Neal’s way. I wanted to talk to him, 
to be with him, more than anything in the 
world, and yet I never allowed myself to 
be alone with him. But always his eyes 
were on my face, his grim smile unchanged, 
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and my own mind was full of the things he 
said and did. 

I was miserable and I didn’t know why. 
Then at last came the third day, and I 
knew why I had been miserable. In the 
morning the caravan would march, and Cap- 
tian O’Neal would go out of my life. 

It was as if a hand had clutched at my 
heart at the thought. I knew I had kept 
away from Captain O’Neal, because if I 
hadn’t I would have fallen in love with 
him, and I hated to surrender, hated to 
know that there would be no more strength 
in me, no more desire for anything, except 
him. 

But now I knew there was one thing 
worse than that, and that was never having 
him at all. I thought back over my school- 
day crushes, and I felt as if at last I under- 
stood. I had always played at falling in 
love, and now when real love threatened, 
I had been afraid! 


HAD done a hundred skilful things to 

keep out of Captain O’Neal’s way. Now 
my one desire was to find him, to be with 
him. 

I was trembling but somehow I felt 
happier than I had been in my life. I leit 
my room and hurried down the stairs. 

El Rani was talking with my father in 
a corner of the living room. He smiled in 
his friendly way as I entered. There was 
no sign of Captain O’Neal so I went out 
of the house. But I saw only the servants 
of El Rani, busying themselves with their 
animals and their baggage, as if getting 
everything in readiness for the early morn- 
ing start. 

Then I thought to myself that perhaps 
my decision had come too late. Perhaps I 
could no longer interest the Irishman. For 
the last time I wondered if I wanted to. 
I thought of the life he would have to offer, 
if he did care for me. I thought of the 
hardships, the uncertainties of his way of 
living. It would not be easy for a man 
like that ever to settle down anywhcre. 
In the end I knew that I would shar: 
hardships with him a thousand times more 
joyously than luxuries and riches with any 
other man. 

Scarcely knowing where I was going. I 
had wandered through the date palms on to 
a path where there was a small cliff going 
down towards the sea. A notch in it made 
the descent easy. The next instant my heart 
leaped and then seemed to die within me 
at what I saw. 

At the far end two figures were visible. 
One was Captain O'Neal, the other Diane 
Decasse. The Frenchwoman was in _ his 
arms and he was holding her close. 

I really don’t know what happened to 
me. I only know the figures blurred be- 
fore my eyes, and a sick sensation came 
over me. I was terribly, bitterly jealous, 
ang it was if the light of the sun had gone 
out, leaving me in blackness forever. I 
couldn't think, but my soul seemed torn 
apart. I turned and went away somehow. 
went down by the blue water, that seemed 
to mock me with its blueness. And in my 
mind there was a kind of nothingness, a 
sense of hopelessness and despair. I guess 
I wanted to die. It was only then I knew 
how much I had cared. 

I must have been there for hours, not 
moving. The soft sand carried no sound of 
footsteps, so that I started when a voice 
said almost behind me: 

“At last. And it’s a likely chase you've 
given me.” 

It was Captain O'Neal with his blue eyes 
and his grim, determined smile. I jumped 
to my feet, and started to go, but his hand 
shot out and caught my arm. 

“No, my dear. Not this time. We're 
alone and you've got to listen to what I'm 
going to say.” 


“Let me go,” I stammered. “Why should 
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Istay here? What is there to say to me now ?” 
“Very little, but that little’s important.” 
His hand held me tightly. I ceased to 

struggle, but I could only meet his eyes 

with an unhappy look. Somehow I did not 

even try to disguise from him the way I 

felt. He said very quietly: 

“Don’t think I’ve not been watching, 
studying you, these few days. I knew when 
| first saw you I couldn’t be mistaken. I’m 
a man of instinct and I follow my instinct. 
Eve, my dear, you’ve got to listen to some- 
thing you'll think a bit strange.” 


HE PAUSED and drew breath before he 
went on. “I’ve had experiences enough 
—I’m not a greedy man. When I left Dublin, 
my father, God rest him, waved me fare- 
well with his fist. He’s gone poor man, 
and I’m the last. I’m thinking of a house 
on the rocky coast in Galway, an old house 
with an old tradition. It’s there I'll be 
going when this trip’s done. But the old 
house needs something besides a master. It 
needs a mistress, too.” 

“What has that to do with me?” I said. 

“Don’t fence with me, my dear. It’s a 
waste of time. I don’t want you to think 
I'm mad, but it’s you of all the women in 
the world I want to marry.” 

“Why are you talking like this?” I asked. 
“You don’t think I take you seriously.” 

“I think you'll have to take me very 
seriously,” he said. 


“But a proposal from a man I know | 


nothing about, from a man I’ve scarcely 
seen—and you expect me to say, yes.” 
“To say yes would save time,” he said. 


“Why, I think you’re a little ridiculous, | 


Captain O'Neal,” I said. 
what your real motive is. Only this pro- 
posal sounds a little funny to me—yes, that’s 
it, funny! When I think of how only a 
few hours ago you were making love to— 
to 


His face darkened, his grip on my arm 
tightened so that he hurt me. 

“What you've seen you can forget.” 

“But I won't forget.” 

“I’ve told you the truth.” 

“How do you explain yourself and Made- 
moiselle Decasse. Did you ask her to share 
sour house in Galway also?” 


“IT don’t know | 


He looked very handsome when he was 
angry. “I'll not explain. 
without injuring someone else, so you'll have 
tc take what I say to you as the truth. 
There’s no choice for you, Eve Marley.” 

“No choice?” I flung at him scornfully. 
“Not even when I tell you I—I ys 

Words of loathing were on my lips, but 
he would not listen. 

“I don’t care what you tell me,” he said | 
with a strange tenderness in his voice. “I’m | 
gcing to have you, and some day you're | 
going to love me.” 


LL at once his voice became quieter. | 

“Some day!” he repeated as if to him- | 
self. “There's no sense in wasting time. That 
was never my way. Oh, my dear, if you 
knew how much I loved you! I want you 
now, tonight. I'll take you away from 
here. We'll find a mission somewhere along 
the coast and we'll be married before mid- 
night.” 

It was almost as if he were pleading with 
me. Except for what I had seen, I would 
have believed he truly loved me. 

Then I laughed. I tried to laugh with 
scorn but it was really a kind of hysteria 
that shook me. 

“Married—tonight?” I gasped. “You 
must be mad after all? Do you think even 
if I hadn’t seen what I’ve seen, even if I 
liked you the least little bit, ’'d marry you 
—like this—in a rush?” 

“That’s what I think!” he said grimly. 
Then he took a swift step, and the next 
instant had me in his arms. I struggled 
furiously, tried to cry out, and could not. 
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1I hated him so then I could very gladly 
have killed him. 

But he held me in his arms, like a man 
who despises everything except his own will, 
and slowly he pressed his lips against mine. 

1 fought against him with all my might. 
“How dare you do this?” I said. “How 
dare you—why—why 

But he interrupted my stammers of rage 
with a cool laugh. “Before you’re through 
with me, my dear,” he said, “you'll know 
there’s nothing I don’t dare. I said I was 
going to have you, and that’s just what I 
meant. Do you think there’s anything or 
anyone in the world who can prevent me.” 

Then a kind of panic came over me, and 
I feared him more than I had ever feared 
anyone in my life. I seemed to have no 
strength left. In my fear I suddenly turned 
and ran as if for my life. 

As I went shakily into the house, I came 
upon Mademoiselle Decasse, looking as 
fragile as a flower in a late Paris creation. 
She gave me a cool stare of hostility. El 
Rani, smoking a cigarette, in the corner, his 
melancholy eyes fixed upon nothing, smiled 
politely. 

I went on up to my room, and sat for a 
long while trying to think. Would Captain 
O'Neal really try to take me away this eve- 
ning? It seemed impossible, and yet I 
knew he was capable of that very thing. 
What could I do? What could I do? Here 
in this desolate, lonely place with only my 
father to protect me, I had no strength ex- 
cept my own, and I had already proof of 
how futile that was. 

It was true that my father could not 
protect me. But the gentle and melancholy 
El Rani—why not appeal to him? A tide 
of relief surged over me at the mere thought. 
El Rani, with his advanced ideas, his at- 
titude of chivalry towards women, would 
surely stand between me and the ruthless 
Irishman. It was a man of my own race 
I feared, a man of an alien race to whom 
I turned for help! 

I almost ran down the stairs in my eager- 
ness. My father had come in from a long 
day’s work at the fishermen’s huts. He 
| looked tired, but I thought his face showed 
relief, as if he were glad that the strain of 
this unexpected visit was practically over. 

I kissed him. Not for the world would 
I tell him the trouble I was in. I must 
fight my own battles. I merely asked him 
where El Rani was, but he could not tell 
me. 

Going out into the cool, scented dusk, I 
saw the chieftain sauntering near the pali- 
|sade where the animals were kept. With 
| his head bent forward, he looked like some 
grave, dignified old prophet meditating upon 
| profound things. 


hurried up to him. “Your excel- 
|lency .. 
He turned. “Ah!” 


HEN I blurted out the whole story in a 
breath, telling him what had happened. 
His eyes narrowed and he seemed angry. 

“So O’Neal has dared to do this thing! 
Don’t be afraid! I'll see you have no trouble 
from him! Don’t be afraid!” 

“You'll speak to him?” I asked. 

He shook his head. 

“I know him. The opposition would 
merely make him the more determined. No, 
I am a man of peace by inclination, and I 
use the methods of peace. There is only 
one thing that can be done.” 

“What is it?” 

“You must hide and stay hidden until my 
caravan is gone and O'Neal with it.” 

“But I’m afraid,” I said. “He might find 
me. I feel that he’d look everywhere for 
me and never rest until he’d found me.” 

Rani smiled. 

“That is true, if you hide without my 
aid. This is what I will do. Tonight, 
when you have made an excuse to your 
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father, I will send my bearer, Ahmed Kas- 
sim, with an armed escort to take you to 
a place I know in the desert. They wil! 
guard you, and keep watch. O’Neal can 
never find you. In three days they will 
bring you back. By that time O’Neal wil! 
have given up in despair.” 

“But—but why should you do all 
for me?” I asked. 

“It is nothing.” 
would do as much for any woman. 
O’Neal I will deal with him later. 
thing is to secure your safety.” 

Standing there, with his tribal robes about 
him, he looked to me like some Eastern 
prophet, full of a wisdom that the European 
races can never know. I was a little in 
awe of him. 

But now it seemed to me I had a friend. 
I hurried back to the house and hastily put 
together the few things I thought I might 
need for a three or four days’ absence. 


this 


He smiled gravely. “I 
As for 
The first 


WROTE a brief note, and left it in m 

father’s room. When I came back to m\ 
own room, I saw a man standing in the 
corridor. He salaamed respectfully as | 
approached and I recognized him as E! 
Rani’s personal servant. 

He whispered to me in Arabic: 

“All things are ready. My master bids 
me urge you to waste no time.” 

I gave him the small bag in which I had 
put my things and made my way down the 
stairs. Ali was lighting the evening lamps 
As I went to the door, Captain O'Neal! 
came up the veranda steps. A deadly chill 
seemed to surround my heart. 

I clenched my hands, but to my surprise 
he did not even speak to me. Only his 
eyes, full of quiet courage, fell upon me in 
the gloom. 

Breathing a prayer at my escape, I went 
down the steps. Trying to pretend I was 
enly taking a stroll, in case there were eyes 
that watched from the window, I ap- 
proached the stockade. 

El Rani was standing there like a statue, 
but at the sight of me he raised his hand. 
Instantly a figure stole from the darkness. 

“This girl you will guard with your life. 
Ahmed Kassim,” he said in his grave way. 
“You have your instructions.” 

Then he bowed to me. 

“I trust the time will not hang heavy on 
your hands. I am happy to have been able 
to do this little service for you. Now I 
must go. O'Neal is in the house and we 
must not be seen together.” 

Without another word, he turned and 
sauntered towards the house. Ahmed Kas- 
sim clapped his hands softly. I saw men 
coming out of the darkness that enveloped 
us, ponies with saddles on their backs and 
the gleam of rifle barrels. I mounted the 
one which Ahmed brought to me, and in a 
moment we were off. 

I cannot easily forget that night. We 
rode without speaking, Ahmed keeping at 
my side, three riflemen in advance, three 
more behind us. 

I was in a part of the country I had 
never seen before. I knew that mountain 
ranges lifted themselves in bleak austerity 
far away, but I could see nothing save the 
unbroken reaches of the desert. 

On and on we went until I lost all sense 
of direction. The mystery and strangeness 
of the night surrounded me. My mind was 
full of many thoughts that I could not ex- 
press and there still danced before my eyes 
the face of Burke O'Neal. 

Somehow I felt sad, and wondered why. 
Was it the vast silence of the desert that 
caused the mood? I did not know. I had 
escaped a fate I feared and yet I did not 
feel triumphant or happy. 

As we rode there came only the sound of 
the creaking leather, the jingling of the 
horses’ bits. No word was spoken. Once 
I caught the roar of a desert lion, prowling 
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for his food, but the riders did not draw 
rein or swerve their course. 

Then at last we made our way around a 
hill and close to some palms that promised 
an oasis, I saw a small structure, towards 
which we headed. In five minutes more, 


stiff and weary, I had dismounted from my | 


horse. Ahmed led the way. 
I stepped into a small room, handsomely 
furnished in the Oriental manner. Richly 


| 
| 
he 


colored rugs hung from the walls, and there 


was a note of luxury in the furnishings. I 
sank down wearily. 

“Ts there anything that you desire?” 
Ahmed asked. I shook my head. I was too 
weary for anything except sleep. 

The last sound I heard was the sta.nping 
of the tethered horses and the noise of my 
armed escort making camp. Then silence. 


HAD hardly finished dressing in the 
morning when one of the riders knocked 
and entered, bringing me a bowl of fragrant 
coffee and some of the unleavened, native 
bread. Having eaten, I thought I would 


go outside and see what sort of place it | 


was that we had come to. 
a small house had been built here was in 
itself sufficient to astonish me. Judging 
from the distance we had traveled this must 
be an oasis off the main desert trails. 

I opened the door, and stood still, startled. 
A tall man, with his rifle in his hand, was 
standing there. I recognized him as one of 
my escort of the previous evening. I at- 
tempted to make my way past him, but he 
thrust his rifle like a barrier between me 
and the doorway. 

I grew angry and I said in Arabic: 

“Let me pass. How dare you do this?” 

He did not answer. 

Then I ordered him to send Ahmed Kas- 
sim to me, and again he made no answer. 

For a moment I stood there in bewilder- 
ment, before I slammed the door shut and 
went inside. Was I being kept a prisoner? 
It couldn’t be that! It must be that this 
man had misunderstood his orders. No 
doubt Ahmed had directed the escort to 
watch and guard me night and day, and 


The fact that | 


they had interpreted that command to mean 


that I must have no liberty. 

I told myself I merely needed to be pa- 
tient. Ahmed himself would certainly ar- 
rive soon, the man would be sent away, 
and everything would be explained. 

But the hours dragged on and in spite 
of myself I grew nervous as well as puzzled. 
At noon the door was opened and food was 
brought to me, but it was not Ahmed who 
appeared; it was another one of the escort. 


L. tried to question him also, but he would | 


not answer. And outside my door, the 
guard still waited. 


I DETERMINED that when the evening 
meal was brought to me, J would make 
one last, furious attempt to get at the truth. 
I would find out where Ahmed was, and 
what this imprisonment meant. I told my- 
self I would be able to laugh at my vague, 
confused fears when I found out the real 
reason. 

It was growing dark. I thought I heard 
sounds outside. Then the door was opened, 
and a figure stood there. In the dim light 
I could not make out whether it was Ahmed 
or someone else. 

Whoever it was into 


advanced slowly 


the room, struck a match and lighted a | 


candle, then faced me. I was looking into 
the eyes of El Rani! 

For a moment my relief mastered even 
my surprise. 

“They’ve kept me guarded all day long,” 
I said. “I’ve been so frightened and wor- 
ried. What has happened? Has Captain 
O’Neal—” 

El Rani smiled. It seemed to me his eyes 
smouldered in the dull flare of the candle- 
night. 
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“Captain O’Neal,” he said, “is now some 
leagues away, endeavoring to find you. I 
saw to it that he received a false clue.” 
| “But then why—why—” I began. 
“Because I am here in his place,” said El 
| Rani softly. He came closer to me, and I 
shrank back. 

“Do you think,” he went on swiftly, “that 
I lack eyes? From the moment I saw you, 
| I determined upon one thing only. I would 
| make you mine! I waited. I did not show 
what I felt and thought. Then before I 
could strike, you gave yourself into my 
hands. It is the wili of Allah!” 

He laughed in a slow, cruel way, even as 
I cried out in horror. The man I had 
thought was an Eastern mystic was only an 
Eastern sensualist—crafty, unscrupulous, de- 
praved, a thousand times worse than Burke 
O’Neal ever could be. I knew then that 
no appeal to his sense of pity could ever 
move the man before me. 

Yet despairingly I did try to halt him 
in a flood of frightened, inchoate words. 

“For God’s sake,” I begged, “I’ve done 


you no harm. Can’t you see that I’d rather 
die—” 

“In my blood there moves the blood of 
a great Sultan,” he said. “To him the slave 
traders brought women whose skins were 
bronze. They danced and sang for his de- 
light. To him at last they brought a 
daughter of the Nazarenes, who was like 
ice in her white loveliness. She withstood 
him. But at last she bent to his will so 
that in the end she came to him as you 
shall to me.” 

“No! Oh, God! No!” I cried out. 

“I will return to you in three hours,” 
he said. “Meanwhile I will send in the 
women who will array you in the garments 
of my people and make your beauty more 
beautiful in my sight.” 

The next moment he had turned and 
left me. I jumped to my feet and paced 
the narrow limits of my cell. At least I 
had three hours—three hours in which to 
escape from the hands of a man whom I 
knew would stop at nothing. Could I some- 
how save myself? At least I would try. 


I hy was maddening when I thought how my own readiness to trust a stranger 


had led me into this frightful prison. 

were as I waited the slow passing of time? 

How I longed for Flame O'Neal in that dark moment! 
Smart Set, I'll tell you more of my ordeal. 


escape. 
| 


Can you imagine what my feelings 
I was caught and there was no 


In September 


The Open Door to the Follies 


|that there are more of them, both natural 
and hand-tinted. 

A really beautiful brunette is the rarest 
beauty on earth and when you find her, you 
'don’t need to worry about the blonde com- 
petition. Theatrically she is a treasure trove. 
The lights do not wash her out. Colors 
cannot harm her. Like any other rare thing 
she is worth any price it costs to get her. 
Out of the thousands of girls I see every 
| season, less than fifty of that group will be 
| brunettes worth considering. 
| The lovely red-haired girl is rare, too. 
| Seldom is a red-haired girl found who is 
|correctly assembled. Given the beautiful 
hair, she is quite sure to rate a freckled skin. 
Given a fair skin, she will have indefinite 
features. My wife, Billie Burke, is one of 
the perfect exceptions, a really beautiful red- 
haired woman. 
| I have one other exquisite Titian beauty, 
| Peggy Blake, now under contract. But gen- 
erally speaking, the red-haired girl lacks the 
sex appeal of the blonde and the dynamic 
| beauty of the brunette. 


OW, contrary to general opinion, I do 

not consider a beautiful figure nearly 
so much a matter of measurement as a beau- 
tiful face. Figures, like love, are all things 
to all men. Some like them short and some 
like them tall. Some like them lean and 
{some like them round. I aim to please. 
In my early managerial days, the girl of 
about five feet five and greatly over today’s 
weight, was considered the chorus girl type. 
I introduced in my chorus both the very 
tall girls and the very small ones, the former 
|to wear the clothes and the latter to do the 
dancing. 

I use three types today—small, medium 
and large. The average-sized girl is average 
in her moods. Unless she has unusual 
beauty and personality, she is just so much 
girl-filler. Her type isn’t so important 
theatrically, since the theater demands the 
unusual and the new. 

The little girls and the tall girls are most 
important. The little ones have it a shade 


over the tall ones today because of the urge 
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for youth apparent everywhere. The little 
girls suggest childishness. Men think of them 
as babies and the girls often play the rdle 
Who can blame them when one watches 
how beautifully they get away with it? But 
I know from observing them this is actually 
untrue. 


HE small girls of any show are the 

workers. Aesthetically you can’t make a 
tall show girl dance a Charleston or a Black 
Bottom. She would cease to be beautiful 
and become comic, but even if you could 
make her dance, she wouldn't. 

It has been my experience that the tall 
beautiful woman thinks it enough that she 
is herself. The little girls are ambitious 
and humble. They work all the time. They 
give every bit of their energy to a show 
by night and their spare time during the day 
goes into studying, singing and dancing. The 
tall girl thinks she is doing very well by 
the company if she spends her spare time 
resting. A small girl won’t stay out of the 
show for anything less than death. The tall 
girl will miss a performance for an excuse 
no more substantial than a piece of French 
lingerie. The long-legged darlings take to 
the spotlight like a gosling to a pond but 
their temperament ruins them for more than 
five years on Broadway, while many a little 
girl, driven by ambition, climbs to stardom 

Therefore, if you are less than five feet 
four you have a better chance with me than 
your taller sister has, even though she be 
more beautiful. 

Yet one of the most successful and hard 
working girls I ever had in the Follies was 
Dolores, who was five feet eleven inches 
tall. When I first saw Dolores, she was a 
model for Lucile, Lady Duff-Gordon. 

I used to go to Lucile’s for costumes for 
the Follies and I noticed that I invariably 
purchased the gowns one particular girl 
modeled. To be honest, I had _ never 
troubled to look at the girl herself. Yet I 
suddenly realized that every so often when 
I got away from Lucile’s I had on my bill 
several gowns I didn’t particularly desire 
simply because they had been shown me 
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with subtle artistry. Thinking it over I 
decided that was a triumph of the manni- 
kin’s personality and I went back to take 
a look at her. 

Do you remember how Dolores looked in 
those days? She was like something carved 
out of white gold with those exquisite long 
limbs of her and that patrician cast to her 
small, round head, high-lighted by her ash 
gold hair and her perfect features. Lucile 
had discovered her in London and taught 
her how to wear clothes and how to walk, 
and it seemed to me then, as it has seemed 
to me many times since, that Dolores could 
make ordinary walking more beautiful than 
Pavlowa could make the most involved 
ballet. 


TOLD Dolores I wanted her for the 

Follies. She replied that she was most 
eager to come but she felt she owed it to 
Lady Duff-Gordon not to desert her. So 
we compromised on her working for both 
Lucile and me, getting away from the dress- 
making shop only on matinée days. 

Dolores actually kept it up for six months. 
She played in both the Follies and the Mid- 
night Frolic, finishing her evening’s work 
at two o'clock in the morning and then 
getting up early enough to report to Lucile 
at eight-thirty a. m. and model clothes all 
day. When her health began to break under 
the strain, I forced her to give up her former 
job. 

She was getting more and more valuable 
to me daily. When Dolores came on the 
stage, she swept it clean of girls. There 
might be forty of them present but the 
audience had eyes for no one but her. But 
with all her success Dolores didn’t lose her 
head. She always lived quietly and shunned 
night life. When she got ambitious to be 
an actress, I gave her her chance in “Sally.” 
She made good and she would be with me 
yet if she hadn't married the charming and 
sufficiently rich Tudor Wilkinson. They 
selected Paris for their home and just as 
Dolores broke all the other rules of her 
type, so she was the exception here. She 
has lived happily ever after. 

Yet there is one point I must not over- 
look. Dolores tried movies and she didn’t 
screen at all. A face that is beautiful in 
the chorus is frequently no good at all be- 
fore the camera. Such was the face of 
Dolores. When she left “Sally,” I selected 
striking-looking brunette for her part. 
She had a tendency to be fat and I con- 
sidered her not at all in the class with the 
girl I had lost, but when that girl tried the 
movies, they went wild over her. She was 
Nita Naldi! 

Girls are born beautiful. They acquire 
personality, develop good figures and can 
be taught to carry themselves beautifully. 
I consider none of those things real prob- 
lems in my girl hunt, but I do wish some- 
one would give me a good recipe for curing 
knock-knees. 


IGHTY percent of the American girls 
have knock-knees. I know whereof I 


speak. To get a chorus of twenty-four dan- | 


cers whom I can line up straight across the 
stage and not have a pair of knock-knees 


among them is a nearly impossible task. | 
Thighs to be beautiful should exactly touch | 


‘each other and the knees should stay in their | 
places, but in very few girls is this true. | 


Their lower limbs will be beautiful but | 


above the knees that open-work effect will 


start in and ruin an otherwise beautiful line. | 


And right here is another truth I’ve 
learned. Tall girls have good legs, medium 


girls have better and the little ones have the 


best. 

Try yourself out in your bathing suit be- 
fore a mirror. Touch your heels together 
and keep your toes in parallel lines, straight 
out before your heels. If in this position, 
you have one, unbroken line from hip to 


Make Every 
Vacation Day 


Count! 


Don t let a change in food 
and water rob you of one 
single glorious vacation hour. 
When you pack for the 
“Vacationland Special” throw 
in a package of Feen-a-mint, 
the Chewing Gum Laxative. 
No dull days, no “out of sorts” 
feeling with Feen-a-mint at hand. 
It is vacation insurance. It guar- 
antees you a wonderful time. 
No wonder Feen-a-mint is a favor- 
ite with travelers. It takes up little 
room and causes no trouble or em- 
barrassment. You merely chew a tablet 
at your convenience. 


Best of all you don't think of 
Feen-a-mint as a medicine but as a 
mint-flavored confection you enjoy. 
Yet thousands of physicians are recom- 
mending it as the world’s finest laxative. 


Ask your druggist about Feen-a-mint. 
He believes in it and sells it. 


HEALTH PRODUCTS CORPORATION 
NEWARK, N. J. 
Canadian Depot: 

70 Lombard Street, Toronto, Canada 


U.S. PAT 


The Cherwing LAXATIVE 


Solubility and diffusion are 
prime requisites in the tak- 
ing of a laxative. The med- 
icinal agent contained in 
Feen-a-mint is thoroughly 
mixed with the saliva in the 
chewing process. No surer 
method of securing laxation 
has ever been devised — 
“The Chewing Does 
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New 
Greaseless 
Cream 


Trial 
Tube 


A more beautiful complexion. 

Velvety smooth and whiter hands. 

Rieger’s wonderful new greaseless cream—Creme 
of Violets—will astonish you with the almost unbe- 
lievable improvement in colorand texture of your skin 
after a few applications. Almost like magic, it cleanses 
and beautifies—bringing back the youthful glow. 

Society women use Creme of Violets | Z - 
to make their complexion the envy of | After 
others. Even the roughest skins will } 
soften. Roughness and redness from 
dish washing and housework vanish. No 
stickiness. Quickly absorbed. Delicately 
- rfumed. Cooling and soothing for sun- 
»urn or chapped skin. Rieger’s Creme of 
Violets keeps your skin healthy, clean 
and enviable. Large tube 50c or send for 
generous l0csample. See coupon below, 


Rieger 


Rieger’s Perfumes — at all Drug and Dept. Stores 


If your dealer cannot supply you, send direct to address below. 


The most precious perfume in the 
Flower Drops world. The essence of the flowers 


rough: ness caused 
by soap and water. 


themselves. The regular price is $10 an ounce but for 20c we | 


A single drop lasts a week. See 
various odors — with 
30 weeks supply. 


send a miniature bottle, 

coupon for prices on full size bottle 

long glass stopper, containing 30 drops- 

Five different Rieger perfumes ($1.75 

Souvenir Box value) in attractive special box $1. This 
Souvenir Box makes an unusually acceptable gift. 

lighted with this 

olden Narcissus odor lingering, 

sistent, delicate. Also in toilet water, face powder, talcum, 
and cold cream. Send 20c for generous trial bottle. 

Fine in texture. Exquisitely scented. 

Face Powders White, flesh or brunette. See coupon 

for varieties and prices ; also compact rouge. 
4 Box of twelve 20¢ trial bottles differ- 
Special Offer ent perfumes and face powders, $1 


Paul Rieger and Co, (Since 1872) 7 
193 First St., San Francisco, Calif. 
Send me postage propel, items checked below on 
your guarantee that I will be satisfied: 

(on amounts over 31.00 you may pay post- 

man on delivery plus small C.0O. 


Check Remittz ry enclosed $.......... 
chich Send C.O.D,. 


Creme of Violets [| Large tube 50c 
Flower Drops (30 weeks supply) Lilac $1.50; |, Crab- 
apple $1 50; Lily of Valley $2.00; Rose $2.00: Vio- 
let $2.( Romanza $2.50. o re oz., any odor, $10; 
trial bottle, any odor, 20c. 


trial size 10c 


"any odor, 


Golden Narcissus reg. size....$3.00 [) trial bottle 
toilet wat., 4 oz. $2.50 

ne cold cream .... $1.25 [] face pow. $2.50 

Honolulu Bouquet one oz. size $1.00 trial 2e 

toilet water... $1.00 [) face pow. £1.00 


] Mon Ajour face pow. 50c La Pelensa face pow. $1.50 
Check shade face powder J white flesh brunette 
Compact rouge medium () dark [ orange 
Souvenir box 6 perfumes $1. C) 12 irialbots. $1. 


Send stamps, currency, money order or check. 


| thing of a crisis. 


| to outstrip me 


a smooth curved line that doesn’t 
bulge, come to see me. I may hire you. 

If your legs are good, all except these 
separating thighs, get yourself a bicycle and 
ride it and ride it hard. That is what I 
make my chorus girls do and it often de- 
velops the upper leg muscles sufficiently to 
overcome this fault. 

With all my praise of the little girl I 
must say that she rarely can wear clothes. 
She is quite charming in a lack of clothes 
but you can’t easily dress her up. 

The revue producer today is facing some- 
We have both overdressed 
and underdressed the girl shows. I believe 
I was responsible for the overdressing. A 
fashion parade of very beautiful girls, each 
wearing the dress most suited to her type, a 
dress cunningly designed to bring out every 
detail of her perfection in _ heightened 
splendour, was to me one of the finest sights 
in the world. Audiences thought so, too, 
until with their ever constant desire for 
novelty, they had worn off the edge of this 
thrill. What I had done with clothes, other 
managers imitated. So I took some clothes 
off the girls. Competition being fiercer and 
fiercer on Broadway, other managers began 
and almost before anyone 
knew it Broadway was going further in 
nakedness than Paris ever did. 

I didn’t like that and I do not believe the 
audience did either. This was not a moral 
standpoint on my part but an artistic one. 
I realized that a charming girl will not 
appear in public undressed. That is all 
there is to it, and attractive chorus girls, to 
be popular, need charm as much as any 
other woman. I had never had any of my 
girls appear entirely undraped, but as I 
watched the trend the theater was taking, I 


ankle, 


started, even hurried, away from the chiffon 
draped _ torsos. The American’ musical 
comedy audience does not want the atmos- 


phere of the old burlesque shows. 


HERE is so much of every girl visible 

on the streets that men do not need to 
sneak into darkened theaters for such sights 
any more. In fact, they are now coming 
into the theaters to get away from such 
sights. They are coming into the theaters 
looking for old-fashioned girls with charm. 
They are coming into theaters brilliantly 
lighted, and bringing their wives with them. 
It makes the responsibility of the producer 
and his girls much greater. 

I have sat among the audience many 
times during the run of my latest musical 
comedy. I believe I have in the company 
ten of the most beautiful girls I have ever 
had under my management. I have a ballet 
of eight girls, each of whom is really a solo 
artist. There is not an extra short skirt or 
a bodiceless costume in the whole ward- 
robe. But listening to the comments of the 
audience I find the scene that gets them 
most is one in which the girls wear old- 
fashioned, full-skirted gowns, with the neck- 
line cut straight across, so that it falls softly 
away from their beautiful shoulders. 

What it really means is that girls, as 
girls, are no longer enough. Today a girl 
for the chorus,-as for social life, must have 
personality, beauty and accomplishments. 

If you are unknown and untrained but 
have beauty and personality enough, I will 
hire you. You will be taught enough during 
rehearsals of the first show to get by. But 
you will not stay “by” if you don’t learn 


anything further than that during the season. 

A few years ago I hired a seventeen-year- 
old girl who had a flawless face and an 
absolutely perfect figure. She had been 
a model but otherwise had no training. [| 
put her into the Follies, but the next season 
she was no longer among those present be- 
cause she literally couldn’t learn anything 
I think she was willing enough and I know 
I tried hard enough but that gorgeous dum|)- 
bell simply couldn’t absorb training. 


HE first year it had been sufficient for 
me to bring her on the stage and let her 
stand around, but that wouldn’t do for the 
second year. I tried to teach her to walk. 
to sing a bit, even to take a few dance steps 
As for speaking lines that was entirely out 


of the question. Absolutely all that gir! 
had was her youth, her beauty, and a giggl 
So the second season, she was standiny 


around for a second manager and the thir’! 
she was standing around for another. Now 
I observe she is getting fat. 

So, if I hire you, you must work and 
you can’t play except wisely. If you want 
to last with me, or any other manager, you 
must learn the technique of the theater 

Until very recently I have had, season 
after season, a girl in my show who started 
with me more than ten years ago. Sh 
married almost her first season with mx 
Her husband was not a millionaire but just 
a nice boy and she loved him. That i- 
really mostly press agent talk about all 
Follies girls marrying millionaires or grand 
dukes. A very few do, but more do not. 

But this particular marriage of which | 
write was a very happy one. The girl had 
a couple of children and she adored them 
Her husband earned only a small salary. 
so year after year that girl worked for me 
She was always on time, always obedient. 
always peppy. She studied dancing con- 
stantly. She worked so energetically she 
always stood out of the chorus ranks. In 
fact, a couple of seasons ago I had to go to 
her and tell her not to work so hard. It 
gave her away. No youngster would have 
been more conscientious. 

Untrained, unknown, if you get into the 
Follies, you will see much of the world, the 
world of glamour, light, wealth and beauty. 

I shall try to make you keep the sunburn 
off your back in summer, but there I shall 
probably fail, and anyway I won't be too 
hard on you about that for a healthy girl 
is more charming than an anemically pale 
one. Once in the Follies you may get your 
millionaire or your contract with the movies, 
or you may not, but either way you'll get 
a chance at them. And whatever else may 
be said of a Follies girl’s life, I know that 
you will not find it monotonous. 

Look in your mirror and examine your 
features. Too small, delicate ones are not 
so good. They have to be a bit large for 
the stage. The parlor type is not the dress- 
ing room knockout. Develop your figure 
correctly but keep your weight down. Learn 


to walk. Study dancing and singing. If 
possible, have brains. Leave off your make- 
up if you’re coming to see me. Have a 


clear skin with natural roses in your cheeks, 
and don’t be more than sixteen. 

With that equipment, come to see me. 
You have a ten thousand to one chance of 
getting into Follies. I may hire you or I 
may not, but either way I shall be glad to 
see you. 


O WOMEN run their homes efficiently? 
Maybe some women will agree that they don’t. 


don't. 


Some men seem to think they 
Why shouldn't 


home work be organized so that it can be done without friction and without loss of 
time? If you read the article, “Why Women Become Household Drudges,” in 
an early issue of SMART Set, you will see how a system can be put in operation 


and what will be gained by it. 


Every wife, especially the young wives, will profit 


by reading this. 
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The Real Diary of a Real Girl 


[Continued from page 49] 


of a husband. I’m buying one hundred and 
fifty dollar dresses and having them put on 
the bill at two hundred dollars and getting 
the fifty dollars difference in cash from 
Madame Louise. 

“And the worst of it is that it’s all my 
money anyway. He didn’t have a cent 
when I married him. He borrowed four 
thousand dollars from me the week before 
the wedding. About two weeks after the 
wedding, I asked him for it. What do you 
suppose he said? He said ‘Woman, you 
are money mad.’ 

“He was only a Broadway sport when 
I married him and I was the widow of one 
of the finest business men in Ohio. I helped 
my first husband build up his business. But 
Tom won't live with me unless I let him 
handle all the money. He says I’m ex- 
travagant.” 


A™® then they began arguing about 
which one of them would allow the 
other one to pay the check. It came to one 
dollar and thirty cents, but you’d think to 
hear them talk that that check just then 
was the important thing in the world. 

There’s one place, I think, where the 
average man has it all over the average 
woman. Of course there are plenty of 
energy-wasters among the men too, but I’ve 
noticed that the less energy either men or 
women waste arguing and fretting about the 
little things, the more they have left to 
handle the big stuff with. I know that little 
me isn’t ‘going to waste any more than she 
really has to. Concentration on the big 
league stuff, Book, that’s the answer to 
success. Let the chips and the nickels and 
the dimes fall where they may. 

But we aren't all alike and these fat 
dames behind me kept on stalling about the 
check with the bad news on it till the one 
that had been yessing the other one pulled 
a line that almost made me take a bite out 
of my tea glass. 

She piped “If you insist, Mrs. R 

Of course, whoever at a table does most 
of the talking ought to have the common 
decency to pay the check, anyway, but the 
thing that gave me such a shock was the 
name “Mrs. R .’ Td bumped into 
something. A little while back the rich 
widow from Ohio who had been hooked and 
hung over the side of the boat by the slicker 
she called a Broadway sport had referred 
to that bimbo as Tom. Tom 

Tom R is a dark, slick-haired, slender 
young guy whom Providence must have 
intended to be a piano-player for a woman 
single in vaudeville. He’s just the type. 
The accompanist may be getting seventy- 
five dollars a week and the woman single 
may be getting two thousand five hundred 
dollars but the cock-sure boy at the ivories 
always looks at the headliner as if he’s 
saying to himself: “She’s fair, pretty fair, 
for a woman.” 

It is a sure bet that even if I accept Mr. 
G ’s proposition and ease myself into 
that stone-lace fronted house that he owns 
in East Sixtieth street I am going to have 
some time for matinees. He won’t expect 
me to sit there all the time keeping a light 
burning in the window for him. And if he 
does expect anything like that he is going 
to be out of luck. If I’m going to be the 
bird in his gilded cage, he’s going to find 
out that my wings are far from broken. I 
intend to fly out when I please and where 
I please and as long as I please. There 
won't be any trouble about that. When 


” 


they get as old as G. Mortimer they’ve 
learned the only way they can get along with 
a girl is to let the girl have her days off 


whenever she wants them. The only wo- 
men that are expected to be on the job all 
the time are wives. 

Well, I can learn a lot from Mr. G—— 
besides adding to my back account and 
being able to take a flyer in the Street now 
and then on Chappie’s inside tips. And I 
can teach a lot to Tom R——. Mr. G 
will pay me for learning and that well-fixed 
young tightwad Tom R—— will pay me for 
teaching. Not bad. 

I’m in so good here at Mr. G——’s hotel 
that they wouldn't dream of letting an 
ordinary bell-hop wait on me. They always 
send the bell-captain. He’s got that wise dis- 
creet look that all seasoned bell-hops get 
and like all of them he’s a gambler. 

When he brought up the evening papers 
tonight he gave a little cough and an under- 
standing look and he said: “I see where 
Jimmy H—— is matched to fight Jack 
Spain. It'll be a whale of a battle.” 

“Who'll win?” I asked, trying to make 
the question sound careless. 

“My money goes on Jimmy,” he said. 
“He never quits.” 

I wonder. 

Later—I can’t sleep and there’s no use 
trying. I’ve taken a hot bath. I’ve drunk 
hot milk. I’ve counted sheep. I’ve said 
that old rigmarole “Sleep, sleep, sleep,” 
about a thousand million times. I’ve sat 
in this tenth-story window and tried to 
count all the miles and miles of lights, like 
a parking-place for the stars, but it’s no use. 

August 28—Book, I’ve been untrue to you 
for twenty-two days. But I got oodles and 
oodles to tell you now. 

How do you like your new home? You 
like it? So do I. I’ve never been inside 
anything as grand as this, let alone living in 
anything like it. But as per usual it is not 
one hundred per cent. Darned if I think 
that there’s a single solitary thing in this 
whole wide world that ever comes up to our | 
anticipations. I’ve known for a long time 
that nothing is ever quite so good or quite 
so bad as we think it is when we're going 
through it. And now living in this fairy 
palace in Sixtieth street, I’m getting it 
proved to me that the only things we really 
value in this world are the things we've lost 
or the things we hope to get. Especially 
the things we’ve lost. Oh, Jimmy! 


O BEGIN with there was a catch con- 

nected with this house business which I 
might have expected knowing men are what 
they are. Mr. G is not giving me this 
house outright. He’d like to but he can’t. 
All he can do is what he’s doing—let me 
live in it as if it was my really truly own 
and have the household bills paid by him 
and all the clothes and stuff I want and 
charge accounts and a checking account and 
him. 

He don’t camp here, thank heaven, but 
being no entire fool he expects something 
for his money. So far, all he’s asked for is 
my companionship and what good that does 
him I can’t see because I get so tired when 
he keeps talking and talking I can hardly 
keep my eyes open. He’s real interesting 
though when he talks about his hotels. So’s 
anybody else when they talk about some- 
thing they actually know something about. 

He still lives in his suite in the hotel and 
always phones me an hour before he comes 
up here. He thought that was his idea, but 
it was mine and I jockeyed around with it 
till I got him thinking it was his. We drive 
and go to shows and he talks and talks and 
talks and sometimes he plays the wonderful 
pipe organ that’s in this house and some- 


times he plays the grand piano and I sing 
85 


FOR A SMART BRILLIANT POLISH 


Used by 
smart 
Parisiennes 


smart Parisienne uses the 
Liquid Polish perfected by the 
greatest authority on the manicure— 
Northam Warren. And it is more 
used here too than any other. 

So you may have becomingly tinted 
nails without fussing, he makes Cutex 
Liquid Polish in two lovely tints. 

Natural Pink — matches the rose 
petal color of the nail itself. 

Deep Rose—is a rich vivid color, 
exotic and intriguing. 


Both last for days. Before a fresh 
manicure take off the old polish with 
Cutex Polish Remover. Each is 35c¢. Or 
10c and the coupon bring you a sample 
of the tint you prefer and the Polish Re- 
mover. Northam Warren, New York, 
London, Paris. 


( ‘U TEX 
Liquid Polish. 


Check your preference 


I enclose 10c for samples. 
of color. 

Natural Pink 0 Deep Rose 0 
Nortuam Warren, Dept. XX-8 
114 West 17th St., New York 


| | 
| 
MAIL 
=COUPON 
| TODAY 
| 
| 
| 
XUM 


Miss Dorothy Seastrom, Firat Nat'l Star 


This most natural 
of all make-upxs 


WATERPROOF—SUNPROOF 


HE brilliance of the sun cannot fade a 

Tangee make-up. Nor can the bold, bad 
waves wash it off! For Tangee is sunproof, 

* water-proof and permanent 

You put on your Tangee in the morning— 
You see its orange magic turn to Blush-Rose as 
it touches your skin. You see it blends instantly 
with your complexion, giving you the loveliness 
of Youth's own glow and you rest assured 
that this loveliness will stay on ail day without 


fading or rubbing off 


Get Tangee today and be sure the name 


is on the package 

Tangee Créme 
Rouge Compact, 
Canada 


Tangee Lipstick, $1 
Rouge Tangee 
75c. Prices 25e higher in 


Dept 112, 
THe Georce W. Lurt Co., ANGES 
417 Fifth Ave., New York 


“Tangee Beauty Set"— Lipstick, 


Please send your trial 
“ream and 


Créme Rouge, Rouge Compact, Face Powder, Day C 
Night Cream. I enclose 20c to cover cost of mailing 


Name 


Address 


0-Day I Free Trial — Biggest Values — Easiest Terms 
ag a Back Guarantee — A Whole Year to Pay! 


—THEN 

$1.50A 

Seen! Large flashing WEEK 
blue-white diamond, Order 

Artistic 2 oblong emeralds! Today 
Mounting Very amart on 

Kara i a 

otis t new rng Seen 
Solid WhiteGold! Trial! 


No. 2336V42 


Only $1 DOWN 

l4 Kt. solid white gold wrist watch, with 2 sapphires! 

Adjusted, regulated, guaranteed ace urate! Real bargain! 
CREDIT DEALINGS STRICTLY CONFIDENTIAL 

No one will know WHAT or FROM WHOM you are buying. 

When ordering, give a little information about yourself 

and a few business references to assure prompt delivery. 


WRITE FOR BIG FREE CATALOGUE! 


STERLING 


Diamond Importers—$1,000,000 Stotk—Estabiishe: 
1540 Broadway Dept.2336 New York 
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portraits, landscapes or art subjects. Earn $18 
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Send 


to of »0 and more a week cE OIL 
OUTFIT. Graduates furnished employment. 
now for free illustrated book. 
PICTORIAL ART STUDIOS, INC. 
Dept. C-S, 2926 Broadway 


Chicago, Ill. 


for him. I bet I could marry him if I 
wanted to. 

Get that, Book? If I wanted to. Ac- 
cording to some law of business I don’t 
understand, he can’t give me this house for 
my very own but if I married him all his 
relatives put together couldn’t prevent me 
from having a big interest in everything he 
owns, and he owns plenty. I could make 
him settle a bunch of money on me before 
| we even got married. Being like every man 
|that ever lived, he’d come through more 
| generously before he got me than afterwards. 

And he wants me. I guess they never 
get too old to react to “IT.” 

He’s been hinting around that maybe if 
jhe hired private detectives they could get 
| the goods on Laurence and I could divorce 
{him in this state and if they couldn’t get 
the goods, which I know they couldn’t, 
there being no goods to get, I could go 
some place else and establish a_ residence 
for six months and get a divorce on the 
ground of desertion. Of course that deser- 
tion thing wouldn’t be strictly on-the-level 
because Laurence, the weak sister, wouldn’t 
have deserted me any more than a cat 
would have deserted a bowl of milk unless 
I had thrown him right out of his own 
bor But Mr. G—— has stacks of money 
and Laurence is broke so maybe the wise 
|lawyers can find a way to get me my 
| divorce somewhere, somehow. 
| I’m having a real theater built in this 
| house. It'll only seat sixty people but it’s 
going to have a perfect stage like in a real 
theater and I’m going to hire actors and 
give shows and maybe be in them myself. 
| But I don’t know who'll come to see them 
/except a bunch of well-dressed bums who 
will go anywhere where they can get some- 
| thing free. 
| It will be done by the time Mr. G 
jana I get back. We’re going on a motoring 
| 


| trip through the Berkshires. 

September 18—We’'re back. 

September 20—Whoever said they’d rather 
be an old man’s darling than a young man’s 
slave was cuckoo. Just plain cuckoo! But 
they’d have been just as cuckoo if they’d 
said they’d rather be a young man’s slave 
than an old man’s darling. It’s only another 
of those fool sayings that people get into 
the habit of using because they've heard 
'them so often. If they ever stopped to 
think what they really mean, or if they 
mean anything, they’d stop using them 

But the prize lie of the lot is “Love makes 
the world go round.” Ha! Ha! I tell you, 
Book, what makes the world go round. 
Brains! You and I don’t know whose 
brains they are or what kind they are, but 
they’re brains all right all right. Why, you 
can’t even drive a taxicab around a corner 
on love. You got to use your noodle. 


HICH is what I'm trying to do with 
Mr. G——. I sure am doing it with 

that lowest form of human life, Tom R——. 
the promoter. I got him rolling over and 
playing dead already and Mr. G don’t 
j}even know I know him. 

Here comes the man of it again. Mr. 
G——., being an old guy, thinks I ought to 
be an old man’s darling. Tom R——, the 
false alarm, being a young guy, thinks I 
ought to be a young man’s slave. Neither 
|of them really in his heart gives a hoot 
what I think. But I give a hoot. I give 
several hoots. 

As long as I let the men run the love 
department and I stick strictly to running 
my own little brains department I don’t 
have to be any old man’s darling and I 
don’t have to be any young man’s slave. 
I can make fools of all of them. The crazier 
they are about me the more fools I can 
make of them. 

I am doing one swell job with Tom. 

I'm giving him a course of treatment he 
never had before. And I’m doing it for 
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reasons I never had before. I’m doing it 
for hate and I’m doing it for sympathy. 
My first appearance in either part. I've 
never been much of a hand at really hating 
anybody and I’ve never been much of 4 
hand at fighting other peoples’ battles for 
them. But after hearing what a lot of gir!s 
had to say about Tom R and then on 
top of that listening in on what his fat wif- 
was saying about him, I’m out to make him 
a horrible example of a husband who should 
never have left home. 

I’m having a bunch of fun out of it and 
although the cash register is in the back 
ground temporarily, Bookie, my old frienc 
Book, it’s there, it’s there. 

I haven’t done so bad already. I’ve got a 
dinner ring, diamonds set in platinum, that 
Mac, the pawnbroker by special appoint 
ment to the theatrical profession, told me 
he’d give me eight hundred and fifty dollars 
on any day. Mac is Irish but he’s such a 
good business man, he could be elected 
Mayor of Jerusalem and if he’d lend eight 
hundred and fifty dollars on stones those 
stones are worth about double. 


A™ they got one advantage over the fur 
coat Maizie chiselled out of the same 
marble-hearted promoter. I can wear those 
stones even on hot September days without 
feeling like I was carrying around the 
Fleischmann Turkish Baths. 

I nailed Tom R with one of the old- 
est gags known to the mind of man. 

I got him to telling me how his wife 
didn’t understand him. Imagine! And he 
thinks he’s smart. 

He misses being in that class by a mile, 
but he sure qualified himself for another 
class the first time we had a real long talk. 
He is a first-class genuine cad in good stand- 
ing in the Cads Union and he carries his 
working card with him all the time. His 
mouth. 

If a man will talk about one woman 
he’ll talk about another so it was no sur- 
prise to me to hear him pan Maizie along 
with his wife. Of course Maizie, having 
her fur coat can’t be so much annoyed as 
to give a second thought to anything he 
says about her. She probably figures, like 
I'd figure, that after he’d said “Yes” when 
she asked him for the coat, he was at per- 
fect liberty to go ahead and use any or all 
of the other words in the dictionary any 
way he wanted to. To us girls the word 
“Yes” is music. It makes just as much of 
a hit with us as the word “No” fails to 
make with a man. 

But Maizie and a man’s wife are two dif- 
ferent things. Maizie lost her amateur 
standing a long time ago. 

I sent for Chappie. I had him come right 
up here to the palace in Sixtieth Street. 

The marble bench in the hall, the grille 
door, the pictures, the Chinese rugs, the 
vaulted ceilings, the servants, the whole 
works almost knocked his eye out. 

“You've got a swell hut,” he said, speak- 
ing low so none of the troupe of performing 
butlers and second men and housemen and 
maids and chauffeurs could hear him. “It’s 
too bad it ain’t completely furnished.” 

“Tt’s got more furniture in it than there 
is in Grand Rapids,” I said. “It’s got every- 
thing.” 

“Everything?” Chappie asked me. He 
raised those trick eyebrows of his and with 
those little spots of lights shining in his eyes 
that makes everybody like him, he said: 

“T don’t see it here so I suppose you keep 
it upstairs.” 

“Keep what upstairs?” I asked him. 

“Old man G——’s invalid chair.” 

I guess he thought that would get a giggle 
out of me but it didn’t. I wouldn’t let him 
or anybody else talk to me about Mr. G—— 
and I’m not even married to him. That’s 
another difference between me and _ that 
dar! ‘-k-haired Tom 
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But when I told Chappie what I wanted 
him to do he was game. 
He’s awfully accommodating and he really 


likes people. I suppose that’s one reason 
so many people like him and stand for 
murder from him. 


KNOW darned well if 1 didn’t like him 

I wouldn't always be playing the market 
on his tips. And he told me it was dead 
safe for me to take on Tom R—— whom 
he’s got no use for. 

“This is one of the times when you can 
go the route,” he told me just before he 
said good-by. “The cashier at Gray’s hotel 
has one of R ’s checks. It’s a rubber one 
and it bounded back marked ‘No Account.’ 
Which is a state’s prison offense. R—— has 
tried to make good the check—he’s got 
plenty of money now though he _ was 
broke when he gave it—and the hotel 
people told him they lost it with a lot of 
others. They didn’t lose any of them. That 
foxy old cashier is having them held in 
case any of the check-passers ever do any- 
thing he don’t like. The way I get it Tom 
R—— has been in Dutch with them ever 
since some fight at the hotel. 

“So if there is a jam, which there needn’t 
be, R—— will be afraid to stir up any 
trouble. He hasn’t got any way of proving 
it, but he’s pretty sure that his state’s prison 
check is still in the cashier's drawer ready 
to jump out and bite him.” 

“And how do you know all this?” I asked 
this human bureau of information. 

He lifted his queer little eyebrows and 


gave me one of his crooked smiles and 
shrugged his shoulders and said “How do 
I know anything? For instance how do I 
know absence makes the heart grow 
fonder ?” 

With that silly remark he went away. | 
But when I got to thinking it over it wasn’t 
so silly after all. It was Chappie’s way of 
telegraphing me that he knew Jimmy was 
still in my mind. 


ELL, he is, God bless him, but he> 
don’t know anything about women | 
and Chappie does. Chappie knows so much 
about them that he don’t take them seriously. 
He pretends to but he doesn’t and this | 
cad of an R—— pretends he doesn’t but he 
does. A woman can’t fasten herself on a 
man like Chappie because he blocks every 
lead she makes. (I’ve been reading the 
sporting pages, Book, and getting a little | 
thrill every time I see Jimmy’s name.) but 
a man like R—— is duck soup for a woman | 
that uses her brain. 
He’s so anxious to add my scalp to his 
belt that he believed all the lies Chappie 
told him about me having a terrible quarrel 
with Mr. G—— and secretly yearning for | 
a man friend I could trust. No nonsense 
about love. Just friendship. 

He volunteered and the friendship bluff 
lasted until the night Mr. G—— was in 
Boston and half a dozen of my old girl 
pals from the revue and their Johns and 
Tom R—— and I all went down to one of 
the John’s country places on Long Island to 
go swimming in the moonlight! 


po as my diary shows, I really did want to go swimming that night. It was 
beastly hot and to get into the water was the only sensible thing to do. But 


I didn’t want Tom R 


wouldn't fail. 
of weakening. 


to see me as just one of a bunch, wet and bedrag- 
gled. So he and I parked ourselves at a table and I played the game I had in 
mind for all I was worth. The stuff Tom drank helped. 
sober because I was working on a definite plan and I was determined that I 
So I played him for all { was worth withou the least intention 
Oh, well it’s all set down in “My Real Diary of a Real Girl,” 
and you will see in September SMart Set what I was up to and how this slick- 
haired chappie fell for it. 


I remained stone 


Have You Got IT? 


[Continued from page 25] 


and only those who have been able through 
strength of character to remain untouched 
by the miserable turmoil still possess the 
magic quality. 

No one who is easily disturbed can have 

‘IT.” No snobs or climbers have it. The 
very fact of their being out to put over 
something which they know is not real de- 
stroys their magnetism. 

I have never encountered two more perfect 
specimens of “IT” than, as I said before, the 
Prince Gritzko in “His Hour,” the dashing 
lover kind, and a Roman Catholic priest, 
the silent kind, who ministered to the sol- 
diers in the trenches and laid down his life 
for them. 

Prince Gritzko in the book, and in the 
movie, was a real character drawn from life. 
I knew the original intimately in the Rus- 
sian Court in the old days, and he literally 
fascinated every man, woman and child he 
came in contact with. 

To show how far away from sex appeal 

“IT” can be, the priest was the noblest, 
purest soul I have ever met. He had been 


a cavalry officer and great grief, caused by 
his own ungovernable temper, had broken 
his life in the world and turned him to ser- 
vice for humanity. 


You felt his magnetism 


the moment he entered your presence. You 
felt you would do anything in the world 
he told you to. You felt deep devotion 
and profound interest. You felt that you 
must be noble and good and rise to the 
stars because of his example. The soldiers 
adored him and he died ministering to their 
hurts of body and spirit. 

Of women who possess “IT” I have met 
only one who was a perfect example. There 
would be no use in my saying her name 
because she was not a public character, but 
men would have died for her and some of 


them did. 

She remained totally unconscious of her 
own charm and quite indifferent to it. She 
suggested perfect truth, aloofness, person- | 
ality and untameableness. 

Of public characters, Sarah Bernhardt, | 
when young, I am sure must have had “IT.” 
Duse certainly had. A little woman who | 
kept a canteen during the war right up at | 
the front, had “IT.” She was thirty-five | 
and not pretty, but her influence was like a 
magic spell. | 

The salient points of “IT” are self-confi- 
dence, unselfconsciousness, magnetism, and | j 
strong personality. Can these things be ob- | 
tained? Think about it. 
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Get Ready to Join a 
Harmonica Band! 


YS , you can learn to play as well as 
he next fellow. All you need is a 
Hohner Harmonica, our free instruc- 
tion book, and a little practice — and 
first thing: you know, you'll be reeling 
off the tunes like a veteran! 

Pretty soon you'll be looking round for 
some other chaps to join you in a harmonica 
band—and that’s when you'll really appre- 
ciate what fun there is in being able to play 
this “miniature orchestra.” 

There are harmonica contests, too, in 
which thousands of boys take part—and 
some mighty h e prizes waiting for 
those who win! 


A special onic Victor 

Record (No. 20377) How low to 

Play the Harmonica’’ is now ; 

available for those who wish to 

learn by listening to the — voice of the instructor, 
and following the notes as they are sounded on his 
harmonica. II ingeruction sheet also included. 
R side rep Black Joe”’ as rendered 
on harmonica with piano secompaniment Ar all 


dealers selling Victor Records . - complete 75¢ 


FREE Instruction Book 


Anyone learn to play 


clear, e, illustrated 
instructions given in our 
booklet “‘How to Play the 
Harmonica.” Free at your 
dealer’s—or write to 
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The NEW 
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| 
ce M. HOHNER, Inc. 
Dept. 520 
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Make $20 to $45 a week AT HOME—and 
money besides. Have newer, 

fic retyles for yourse —4 and your fami 
at one-third what store clothes cost. Start 
besineso—tn Spare time. 


Earn in Your Home 


Big opportunity for any woman to earn extra 
one: os thome_ inany time she can spare 
from She can save real dollars on 
family clot he bills. “Or make money makin 
clothes and hats for her fricnds—-eustomers 
ve an Income of $25 to$45 aw ook EASILY 
Expert Modiste-Milliners in Demand 

Hundreds of women, ove ws 

ry mey to create 
hes and hats ‘than get in 
stores, Thies simple, EASY, **Nu-W: 
trains you QUICK. LY to become ex 
Open a Shop—No Capital to Start 
expert knowl This is to start spaying bi busi- 
ness at home. Earnings soon help you 

@ shop without other 


Outfits FREE 
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Dress 
orm, Dressmak- 
of extra cost jog Mil 


linery Outfit » Fashion free 
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Home or Shop 
MODISTE- 
MILLINER 
—not juste 
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ness: gives you 


EVA moopy, 
Director of Instruction 
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ADDRESS 


‘annot 
be unless 


you are Serene 
B: in this day of eager competition, 


can you be serene unless you are— 

well—snappy? You, of course, know 

that The knowledge of being well 

dressed gives a woman a serenity that even 
eligion is powerless to bestow. 

alas!—clothes aren't everything in 
these days. It is the tout ensemble—the 
whole effect that counts. A colorful hat—a 
charming dress—are lost if your hair is dull 
uninspiring And it is so easy to have inter- 
esting hair. A Golden Glint shampoo will 
add that one last touch that means—Suc- 
cess 

It is not a dye—it is a glint 0’ gold—just 
a hint of Titian hues in the sparkling sun- 
shine. At drug or toilet goods counters, or 
direct — 25¢. * * J. W. Kosi Co., 656 G 

Rainier setae Seattle, Washington. 


Golden Glint 
SHAMPOO 
= luster for every shade of hair 


“Have Fun 


Yes, You Can—Anybody Can 
make a lot of money right at 
home and what's more, have real 


We show you how, we 
necessary on an 


fun doing it. 
furnish everything 


sasy_ basis 
to learn about our plan, all 
Costs Nothing | details are given you free. 
Write today for beautifully illustrated idea book telling 
all about our methods which have made so many Women 
independent, Learn how easy it is te make from $10 to 
$25 per week in the most delightful home work you can 


imagine 
Don’t miss this opportunity. it’s FREE. 


Now. 
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Don’t Like Hts Family 


make the gentleman, and neither does birth 
and breeding. The truest gentleman I ever 
knew was an old New Hampshire farmer 
| whose hands were knotted and grimy from 
his years of struggle with the soil. That 
gentleman could tell the lords and ladies of 
society any ‘number of things about hos- 
pitality and good manners and considera- 
tion and honest living. 

But about telling your family, I don’t 
know just what to say. So much depends 
on your own strength of character and de- 
termination. I’d like to see you take your 
curly headed Jim by the hand and march 
him straight into the living-room and in- 
vite them to stay away from your wedding 
if they don’t like him. Sometimes a chip 
on the shoulder is good in an offensive. But 
you say you lack courage, and in that event 
the easiest and safest way I suppose is to 
slip off some day and marry Jim and send 
them the usual wire, although that would 
give them a chance to call Jim a lot of pet 
names that won't sound sweet. 

You might tell them, too, that Clarence 
Mackey’s father was an ordinary coal miner 
out in California and that Cornelius Van- 
derbilt’s grandfather ran a ferry from New 
York to Staten Island and that the Astor 
family started business in a little coffee shop 
down on the river front. I have no doubt 
that a little research would reveal a plumber- 
skeleton in the closet of some member of 
the four hundred, and I'll bet he wasn’t 
even a boss plumber, like Jim. 


WONDER though, Ethel, if your people 

are really as high-hat as you think. Per- 
haps it’s all a pose. Maybe they’d be tickled 
to death to have a first class plumber for a 
son-in-law if they knew it meant your hap- 
piness. If I were you I'd feel them out. 
Maybe your Dad would welcome Jim’s 
suggestions about his plumbing and it would 
not surprise me if Jim’s foolish jokes and 
slang expressions gave your mother a big 
laugh. That’s what the world wants, some- 
thing to make it laugh. That’s what you 
need, too. Quit taking yourself so seriously, 
Ethel. A hundred years from now who’s go- 
ing to know or care whether you married a 
well-bred artist or a humble plumber? Who’s 
going to care whether Jim ever made a faux 
pas? Back of his foolishness is something 
vital and strong and young and healthy. 

Don't try to change him, Ethel. Take 
him “as is” or leave him. You wouldn't 
like him if he were any different, now would 
you? Isn't it just his simple ways and his 
high-hearted nonsense and his laughing eyes 
and his curly hair and his ambition to be 
the world’s best boss plumber that make 
you love him? 

Speaking of love, there’s a little girl down 
jin Pineville, Kentucky, who signs herself 
“Mollie”, and Mollie is terribly in love. 
But Mollie is also terribly unhappy and dis- 
couraged; the whole of Pineville seems 
against her. Even her family can’t under- 
stand that love at seventeen is just as beau- 
tiful and important as it is at thirty. 

Dear Martha Madison: 

Although I am only seventeen I am ter- 
ribly in love with a boy eighteen and he 
has asked me to marry him. I was in love 
once before, too, but the man married an- 
other girl and now I feel that this boy has 
taken his place in every way. I know I 
would be happy with him until I died. 

We are both in high school and he is a 
very nice boy, but my family is always 
‘quarreling with me about him. People 


| carry tales to my mother and of course she 
| believes them. She tells me she hasn’t any 
so the way I feel is, 
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in me, 


| confidence 


[Continued from page 71] 


“What's the use?” I am trying to make up 
my mind to leave home and never return 
because life is so unpleasant. Don’t you 
think I have a right to? Mollie, Pineville 
Ky. 

It isn’t a question of whether you have 
a “right” to leave home or not Mollie, 
but whether it will make you any happier 
Running away from home won’t mean free 
dom. You'll have to go to work and you 
probably couldn’t make more than ten dol- 
lars a week and you could never live on 
that. You’d be miserable and sorry you 
ever did it. 

I think that you would find greater hap- 
piness in proving to your mother that she 
can have confidence in you by telling her 
all about this boy you love and bringing 
him home for her to meet. Perhaps I’m 
wrong, but I assume that you have been 
meeting him outside your home and natu 
rally when the townspeople see you doing 
that they suspect the worst. And then they 
talk, and when your family hears these 
stories they aren't as angry as they are 
afraid that there may be truth in them and 
that you will get a bad name that will keep 
nice boys and girls away from you. 

Every girl your age should think of mar- 
riage and learn those little things that make 
the good wife. But you really are too 
young to get married, Mollie, because mar- 
riage means responsibility and you're not 
fitted for that yet. 

So have your good times with this boy 
but go on through school and let him do the 
same. If your love is real you won't lose 
by waiting. And if you play fair with 
yourself and your sweetheart and your fam- 
ily, people will stop carrying tales. You'll 
see. 

Most of you boys who write to me want 
to know how to get better acquainted with 
the girls you like. But consider Leland. 
He’s too well acquainted with his girl. And 
what chance, I ask you, has a boy got to 
be romantic with a girl who insists on treat- 
ing him like a brother? 

Dear Martha Madison: 

I am in love with a girl I have known all 
my life. We are both twenty-two and have 
always been the best of friends. I have 
told her I love her but she says I only like 
her and that although she thinks a lot of 
me she doesn’t love anybody. 

What can I do to prove to her that it is 
real love I feel and not just friendship, as 
she claims? Leland, Williamstown, Md. 


HERE’S such a thing as knowing a 

person too well. To her you are prob- 
ably still the little boy she used to play 
hide-and-seek and prisoner’s base with. But 
it is an encouraging sign that when she put 
away her dolls and picked up a powder puff 
she still wanted to be with you. 

Ordinarily I hate tricks, Leland, but this 
time I think you must resort to one. In- 
stead of telling her how wonderful she is 
and how much you love her, show her that 
you find other girls attractive, too. Be a 
little independent and take some other girl 
out. I don't say that this will immediately 
arouse her jealousy and make her fall in 
love with you, but if there is a spark of 
genuine love there it will bring it out. And, 
who can tell, you might like the other girl 
better. 

There’s something about Annie’s letter 
that’s awfully real and honest. Perhaps it 
is because she, herself, is so real and honest 
when she praises the man she loves and holds 
up her own failings in contrast. And per- 
haps that’s why, in spite of her affliction, 
she has found real love. 
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Dear Martha Madison: 

I am a school teacher and am fairly good 
looking, but when I was a child I had in- 
fantile paralysis and now I limp. In spite 
of my physical handicap I have won the 
love of a splendid young man. He is well 
educated and comes from a wealthy Euro- 
pean home while my people are poor and I 
was brought up on a farm in Canada. This 
man has a good position and loves me de- 
votedly. But I hesitate when I think of 
marriage as I feel that because I am a 
cripple I am not good enough for him. My 
social standing is so far below his, too. 

There are two girls in Europe who write 
to him and both of them would be glad to 
marry him, I know, but he says he loves 
only me. If I marry him, Mrs. Madison, do 
you think some day he will regret marry- 
ing a cripple? Annie. 


F HE’S going to regret marrying you, 

Annie, he’s more likely to regret it be- 
cause your hair is light instead of dark or 
because your temperaments clash or because 
he dislikes responsibility or any one of a 
number of unexpected things. It takes more 
than a twisted foot to kill love and more 
than social standing to keep it alive. 

The thing that will keep him forever yours 
lies deep in your soul. He never sees it, 
only the manifestation of it. He secs it 
when you are gentle and kind and sweet 
and affectionate and motherly. He sees it 
in your hesitancy to marry him because of 
your affliction and your humble parentage. 
It’s a spiritual quality you have, Annie, 
that not many girls have, and my honest 
and earnest advice is to go ahead and marry 
the young man and try always to keep 
him. happy. 

I don’t want to discourage any of you 
by publishing Mrs. H. G. F.’s letter, but 
what has happened to her could easily hap- 
pen to you and I think you should be pre- 
pared. Mrs. H. G. F.’s husband is no better 
or worse than other husbands and this little 
wife is simply a modern American girl who 
rushed into marriage without much thought. 


EAR Martha Madison: 

I have been married almost two years 
and I am nineteen and my husband is 
twenty-nine. I wanted to make a success 
of my marriage because everybody said we 
shouldn’t get married because he was too 
old for me. But I’m afraid I have failed. 

There are two things we just can’t agree 
on. One is dancing and the other cigarettes. 
Before we were married my husband was 
dance crazy and so was I and I thought that 
when we were married we would be happy 
together because we liked the same things. 
But now it is impossible to get him to take 
me dancing. He says he had enough of that 
before we were married. Once he told me 
to go without him if I wished, so I went 
with my sister and her fiancé and he didn’t 
speak to me for three days. I didn’t try 
that again. 

About the cigarettes. I have smoked them 
about four years and before we were mar- 
ried he knew about it and approved. But 
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all of the world’s best creams and lo- 
tions at their command still find it nec- 
essary to use Boncilla Beautifier to put 
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complacency, lazy indifference, willful 
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these keep commonplace, many faces that 
could be beautiful. 

But the woman who does care is cheat- 
ing herself, if she thinks that all her 
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and feel speak for itself. After that, 
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now he flies into a rage if he sees me with 
a cigarette. I can’t understand such a com- 
p'ete turn around. 

Please don’t think I’m a giddy little fool. 


Pres. Roosevelt 


: y is One of Prof. 0 

I'm not. All I w ant is some of the pleasure Keholder’s many which you think will help Professor our 

my other married friends are enjoying. | ‘famous patients Scholder with your case. He will iE 
Just for a minute, little wife, forget the then send you a personal report with recommenda- on. 


tions for your individual case. There is no charge 
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been cured of scalp ailments and baldness by fol- 
lowing the advice of this famous specialist. 
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PROFESSOR MAURICE SCHOLDER, D.G. 
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If your answer is cigarettes and dancing | 
and good times, take them and let your 
husband go. | 


8.S.-8 


But if your answer comes back, as I | Name Free Trial, Write for 
think it will, “To make a success of my mar- Aduress Gold Medal FREE BOOKLET BEFORE -AFTER 
riage,” then let the ‘other things go and a State = “Nature's Way to Happiness" 
hold on to your husband. ANITA CO., Dept. H-95 Anita Bidg., Newark, N. J. 


| 
| 
| = f 
at Omiles (; 
| 
| 
Be a Beant SP ecial: 
Hair Analysis 
Oriental System of Beauty Culture 


Freckles 


Secretly and Quickly Removed! 


you can banish those annoying, 
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them out while you sleep. Leaves the 
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rejuvenated with new beauty of 
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The first jar proves its magic worth. 
Results guaranteed, or money re- 
funded. At all druggists, 0c and 
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Indeed I don’t think you're a _ giddy 
little fool. If I did I'd give you one of 
my best and fiercest curtain lectures and 
tell you that you’re all wrong and your hus- 
hand is all right. You're both pulling 
against each other. I hate the expression “a 
good heart to heart talk,” but if you could 
get down to one it would do a lot of good. 
I'm certain you and your husband aren’t so 
stupid that you can’t discuss a thing quietly 
and sensibly without arguing and getting 
hurt or angry. It’s just that you must both 
give in. 

If the sight of you with a cigarette an- 
noys him so terribly, smoke where he won't 
have to look at you. He doesn’t care to go 
out dancing as he used to, so don't insist. 
If it’s just dancing you want, have your 
friends come to the house or go to their 
houses. In a small town like yours it’s 
always easy to fix up parties at home and 
nearly everyone has a victrola or radio 
these days. You can invite them for an 
evening of cards but it’s almost certain to 
wind up with dancing. 

You see, Mrs. F., you want your own way 
all the way. Nobody gets that. The best 
The whole of life 


know a little more about the circumstances 
of his marriage. I'd want to know why he 
married his wife and how they lived and 
why they separated. I'd want to know 
more about his plans for getting a divorce. 

But I'd trust him too, Betty, and I'd be 
patient and give him plenty of time so he 
wouldn't feel he was being rushed into 
marriage again. I’d rather take a chance of 
wasting my youth on a man I adored, even 
if he wasn’t worth it, than to give my whole 
life to someone perhaps more steady and 
settled but whom I didn’t love as much. 

Don’t be afraid, Betty. All of life is a 
game of chance. It’s a grab bag and vou 
don’t know till the bag’s empty whether 
you've won or lost. 

Fifty years from now Maxine would 
probably be considered a little prig, a throw- 
back to the silly old days when “men pro- 
posed and women disposed”. Right now, 
however, I fear she’s a bit too radical. Men 
still like to think that they are the aggres- 
sors in this business of love. 

Dear Martha Madison: 

I am twenty-one years of age and am 
insanely in love with a man twenty-three. 
I have loved him for three years and at 


comes along—be careful. That's what 
their statements on experience. 


«Martha Madison Prize Winners 
on “The ‘Danger Line” 
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Don’t spoon—at least not with the man you love. 


When the right man 
these writers advise and they base 
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Second Prize, A. F., 


M. E. B., Beverly, W. Va.; 
Ala. 


In spite of the excellence of these letters lack of space makes it impossible 
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Third Prize, I. G., Cincinnati, Ohio 


Five $1 Prize Winners 


V. H., Phoenix, Ariz.; 
| Rocky Mount, N. C.; A. S., San Bernardino, Calif.; M. C., Mobile, 


M. L. W., 


is a compromise. So why not try it instead 
of fretting and fussing and giving your 
friends a chance to say “I told you so!” 

It takes a stout heart and a world of pa- 
tience to gamble your life and love on a 
man who isn’t free. Betty can tell you all 
about that. Betty says: 

Dear Martha Madison: 
I have been engaged to a young man for 


several months and I know that he loves 
|me just as dearly as I love him. He has 
| recently told me that he is married but has 
|not lived with his wife for over a year. 
| They are not divorced but he promised to 
| see about getting one immediately. As far 
as I can see, however, he is no nearer a 
divorce than when he first told me of his 
marriage. 

Am I right in wasting my youth waiting 
for him to get a divorce? Am I foolish to 
plan a bright future for us when I do not 
even know his grounds for divorce and 
whether he can get it? I love him as I 
can never love another man but I am afraid. 
What would you do? Betty. 


I'd want to 


What would I do, Betty? 
90 


times I know he returns my love, but he 
has never proposed. And yet I am sure he 
wants me to be his wife. Should I ask him 
to marry me or wait? Maxine. 


ees tell you something, Maxine, that will 
probably surprise you. Girls propose to 
men every day in the year! And the men 
accept. But wait! I don’t mean that liter- 
ally. A few girls have said: “Will you 
marry me?’’—just as bluntly as that. But 
there’s a more delicate method that’s almost 
certain to succeed, provided the man really 
loves her. 

When a girl shows a man she’s thrifty 
and saving and knows how to cook and is 
neat and practical he ‘knows she’d make a 
good wife. When she shows him that she 
has a nice disposition, is unselfish, doesn't 
break dates with him or flirt with his friends 
and is affectionate and yet good, then he 
knows she'd probably make a good wife for 
him. 

When they talk of marriage and she de- 
plores divorce and says money isn’t neces- 
sary to happiness and that she loves chil- 
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dren and doesn’t see why married people 
have to quarrel, he begins to think about 
proposing. 

And then, some night when they’re alone 
and it’s quiet and he tells her how beautiful 
she is and how much he loves her, and she 
tells him how wonderful he is and how she 
adores him and everything is just right be- 
tween them—he does ask her to marry him. 
He couldn’t tell you after how it all came 
about, but he’s absolutely positively certain 
that he did the proposing. But the girl 
knows how it happened; only she doesn’t 
tell him. 

And then, Maxine, if she was honest and 
meant all the things she said, their married 
life will be happy. And that’s how it’s done. 


I DON’T think Jeannette is going to be very 
pleased with my answer to her letter be- 
cause I have had to differ with her on all 
the way through. But Jeanette and I have 
corresponded before and I know that when 
she asks for advice she wants only the 
truth: 

Dear Martha Madison: 

I came to you for help a month ago and 
received it, and it may surprise you to 
know that in consequence I am now engaged 
to be married in June. I guess you’re think- 
ing my troubles must all be over but I’m 
sorry to say something else has come up 
that makes it necessary for me to ask your 
advice again. 

My fiancé comes from a little town in 
Minnesota and he wants me to go up home 
with him and meet his family, but I don’t 
think I should go alone. At the same time 
I don’t like to force my mother on them 
for the week-end because their house is so 
small. Is it necessary for me to meet his | 
parents before marriage? And is it proper | 
for me to go alone with him? They live 
only a few hours’ bus ride away. 


Then here is something else. Joe has to 
go away on a business trip and he doesn’t 
want me to go out with other fellows al- | 
though he knows they are only good friends. 
I think it is foolish for him to be so narrow. | 
Don't you? I have tried to reason with | 
him but he won't listen and I love him so} 
much I don’t want to argue with him. [| 
hope, Mrs. Madison, that I won’t have to | 
bother you again, but I do sincerely thank 
you for what you have done. 

Jeanette, Excelsior, Minn. 


AM so happy that things have turned } 

out well for you and Joe and I hope | 
you will always write me whenever you} 
think I can help. It’s funny how near I | 
feel to you when I have never seen you, but | 
do you know, Jeanette, the minute I} 
opened your last letter a vivid picture of | 
you rose up before me. Maybe it doesn’t | 
look at all like you but it just goes to show | 
what real friends we are. | 

I don’t see why you shouldn’t go along 
with Joe to visit his family although it 
would be a little more cordial if his mother 
were to drop you a note. But I wouldn’t 
hold out for that, Jeanette. The thing you 
want to do, always, is the thing that will | 
make Joe happy. Then your marriage will 
almost certainly turn out right. | 

It doesn’t seem to me that Joe is being 
unreasonable when he asks you not to go 
about with other fellows while he is away. 
What will you do when you are married 
and he has to go away? You wouldn't 
expect to have other fellows then, would 
vou? Of course I know, Jeanette, that you 
wouldn't do anything that would hurt Joe 
and that you merely want to avoid loneli- 
ness, but that’s not the way to do it. 

Go about with your girl friends as much 
as you want. Or get busy and make some 
pretty things for your new home or your 
trousseau. If you love Joe enough to 
marry him, you should love him enough to 
give up the whole world if he asked it. 

I am afraid that is all the letters I have 
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Wouldn’t You Like to Have This Pin 
and Earn Money and Other Gifts, Too? 


If you are looking for a way to increase 
your income or allowance without interfer- 
ing with other duties, won’t you join us? We 
want you too, to use our money-making 
opportunities and to enjoy the attractive 
gifts. Our Membership Pin is shown above. 

You may add to your income every day in 
the Rainbow Club Whether you are business- 
girl, home girl, “shut-in,” young ma 
woman who has not yet accumulated house- 
hold cares, or the b of h ‘s— 

t any special training or cost for 
equipment, too. 
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Helen Willard, Stvesten, The Rainbow Club 


Ruth Groelle joined the Rainbow Club to 
add to a fund for her Hope Chest and trous- 
seau. Mrs. Mix depends almost entirely 
upon her telephone and thus attends to her 
Club work without neglecting social and 
home duties or the babies. 

Write to Helen Willard, or simply fill in 
and mail the coupon to her. Even if you 
have never earned a penny, or are naturally 
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come true. 
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“When I enrolled with the International 
Correspondence Schools, I was a plas- 
terer and I didn’t know a thing about 
blueprints. Today I have my own con- 
tracting business and I am able to fig- 
ure the most difficult jobs and execute 
them to the satisfaction of everyone 
concerned. My income is between 
$12,000 and $15,000 a year. It cer- 
tainly was a lucky day for me when I 
sent in that I. C.S. coupon.” 

That’s a true story of what just one student of the 
International Correspondence Schools has done. Every 
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room to print this month and I am sorry it 
must be so because they are so many and 
all are interesting. Why, do you know, al- 
most any one of your letters would make a 
good story and I often wonder when I am 
reading them why you don't sit down and 
write them like some of the other SMART 


Set readers do. 


| that 


} 


HE following answers are for those of 
you who did not give me any address so 
the best I can do is answer your questions as 
briefly and helpfully as possible in this short 
space. But I want you all to remember 
I hold your letters and names in 
strictest confidence and my only wish is to 
help you help yourselves. You are welcome 
to write me as often as you wish. I want 
your letters. 
Auici1a, Edinburg, Texas: Your problem is 
exactly the same as Ethel’s which I am an- 


swering in this month’s SMart Set. Hers 
is the leading letter. 
Dorotuy, North Manchester, Ind.: Be- 


ware that young man; I doubt his sincerity. 
No honorable boy would ask such a thing. 

Peccy, Norwich, Ont.: A girl’s past is her 
own business but in your case I think you 
should tell the man. 

CeLeste, Syracuse, N. Y.: There’s no real 
love on either side, only unhappiness, so 
why go on? 

Denny, Sioux City, Iowa: Perhaps he is 


testing your thrift. 
out is to get a job. 
might help in this.. 


Miprep, New Britain, Conn.: He should 
have no relations of any sort with a married 
woman. You should try to give him up if 
he continues. 


The only way to find 


Marie: If you could get a legal separation 
he would have to support the children. You 
ought to see a lawyer. I hope you do. 

KATHERINE, Utica, N. Y.: If you are sure 
he loves you don’t be afraid to show your 
own love. Love needs telling and a man 
likes to be told. 


Betva D., Mechanicsburg, Penn.: I'm 
afraid you'll have to make the first advances 
Forget your pride. Friendship means more 


Peart B., Tampa, Fla.: Dear girl, he will 
tell you himself if he loves you and wants 
to marry you. How can I tell you that? 


Annie M., Warda, Texas: You might ask 
him not to go with other girls but until 
you are really engaged you shouldn’t expect 
him not to. 


Mary C., Madisonville, Ky.: Unfor- 
tunately, Mary, clothes do help a girl make 
friends but clothes don’t hold them. 


Boots, Boston, Mass.: Under the circum- 
stances it would be better to get married as 
soon as possible, but try not to let him 
think you are rushing him. 


AVE you written to Mrs. Madison? 
thousands of SMart Set readers.in their love problems? 


Do you know that she has helped 
Write her now. 


Forgive Me My Trespasses 


[Continued from page 69] 


out a tiny square white box and then opened it. 

“I bought this weeks ago, and I have 
been carrying it for you if the time ever 
came,” he said. “I want you to let me put 
it on your finger because I love you.” 

It was a plain, solitaire diamond, flawless, 
pure and brilliant, set in an exquisite plat- 
inum background. Clear and clean, spark- 
ling with fire, it lit my whole being with 
radiant joy, and because I was so happy, it 
brought the tears to my eyes. 

Kenneth slipped it on my finger, sat be- 
side me and lifted my hand to his lips with 
a reverence that seemed to breathe of 
chivalry, of a respect that triumphed over 
infatuation and exalted the harsh facts of 
life with a glow of the spirit. I looked at 
him and wondered, as every woman must 
who loves a man, whether I would ever fall 
short or fail him. 

As long as I live, I will never forget that 
afternoon and evening, as we sat there to- 
gether. Those precious hours of enchant- 
ment when romance is at full tide! In the 
dusky light, when the night began to fall, 
the man I was to marry took on a perfec- 
tion of form and feature, became glamor- 
ously handsome in my eyes. We talked, we 
planned; but there were long spaces of 
time in which we were silent, happy in just 
being together, in understanding without 
spoken words. We planned to be married 
soon, within a few weeks, and then 

On our horizon was one dark cloud to 
mar our perfect happiness. His parents and 
the way they felt about me. He had vir- 
tually chosen me in preference to them but 
we were both haunted with the uneasy 
feeling that they would never be reconciled. 

I know Kenneth felt this keen anguish 
cutting through his deepest joy. I loved 


him for his good sportsmanship in not talk- 
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ing about it, not saying a word that would 
hurt or humiliate me. Yet I knew there 
was something he wanted to say, and it was 
I who opened the subject. 

“About your mother, Kenneth. I don't 
want to break her heart. I’m so filled up 
with love and happiness that I cannot hold 
any hard feelings any longer toward any- 
body. I didn’t imagine that love could 
come to me in this way, that it could come 
like a fountain bursting out of the ground, 
and change my whole outlook on life! You 
see, that’s the reason I know that it’s the 
real thing, dear—because it has already 
done that for me. Whatever you want me 
to do about your mother, Kenneth, I'll do 
it. 

“I love my mother,” he said, “and even 
though I know she was wrong about you, 
I want to see her happy. I don’t want 
her to end her days with a broken heart. 
Ii there was anything we could do, Savan- 
nah—we are so rich in love and she has so 
little of it. 


IS wistfulness went straight to my heart. 
After all, she had given him life. 

“We might try to understand what she 
must have suffered,” I said. “Back of it all, 
Kenneth, she must have been cut to the 
quick, else she could not have been so bitter. 
I did not seem innocent in her eyes. She 
must have felt in her heart of hearts that 
I had conspired to wreck her home; that I 
had tried to rob her first of her husband, 
and then her son.” 

“She couldn’t see the truth,” he said. 

“She saw what she thought was the truth 
from her own viewpoint,” I said. “Kenneth, 
if another woman tried to steal you from 
me ... . Well, I can really begin to imagine 
how she must have felt toward me. 
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wonder if we ever could convince her of the 
truth, if she could ever forgive me?” 


it’s hopeless, Savannah. You don’t know 
my mother. She may be defeated, but she'll 
never surrender.” 

“If you want me to, dear, I'll go to her. 
I'll humble myself, Kenneth.” 

His lips formed a grim, straight line. 
“Never! I don’t ask it of you, and I 
vouldn’t allow it. All I ask is that you 
will understand that my love for my mother 
will last as long as I live, and that it is in 
no way disloyal to you.” 

“If you were disloyal to her, you couldn’t 
be loyal to me,” I said. 

We dined nearby that night and I made 
him leave me at my door when we returned. 

“I want to be alone for a while with 
myself,” I told him. “I want to be alone 
and realize what a miracle has happened 
to me.” 

As soon as I was alone a new happiness, 
a rare form of contentment that I had never 
known before, came to me. I went about 
the apartment humming softly to myself. 
1 was no longer alone or friendless. 


HE ringing of the telephone alarmed 
me. Why? I do nct know. But the 


very jangle of the bell roused and stirred 


me like a sinister warning. 

I picked up the receiver and I am sure, 
so acute was my premonition of disaster, 
that my voice must have wavered. 

“Yes?” 

“Is this Miss Lane’s apartment ?” 

“Yes.” 

“Is Kenneth Karby there?” 


Then, only then, I recognized the voice. 
It was John L. Karby, Kenneth’s father, | 


calling! 

“No, he is not.” 

“Is this Miss Lane?” 

“Vea” 

“This is Kenneth’s father, Miss Lane. I 
want to see you. I must see you at once. 
Will you let me come over to your apart- 
ment ?” 

My heart chilled, shrank. ‘Kenneth—is 
there anything the matter with Kenneth ?” 

“Oh no. Nothing like that, Miss Lane, 


but I want to talk to you. I want to talk. 


to you for your own happiness and for 
Kenneth’s. Please understand me. I don’t 
want to come to criticize you and abuse 
you. I want to come to you in a spirit of 
fairness.” 

His voice had a ring of sincerity, but a 
deep instinct warned me that while his 
words were fair, his purpose, whatever it 
was, was against the current of my happi- 
ness. I was afraid. 

“T can’t see you.” Something of my fear 
must have gotten into my voice for John 
L. Karby seemed to recognize it. 

“Nonsense, Miss Lane! Where is your 
courage? You're facing a big problem, and 
I want to help you. Won't you please let 
me come?” 

After that I could not refuse him. In 
less than an hour he was sitting in my 
living room where, such a short time be- 
fore, his son had been. 

This was the same John L. Karby ‘who 
had originated all.of my troubles; the same 
immaculately dressed, middle-aged man of 
distinguished appearance. Yet now there 
was a subtle change. He had begun to age 
definitely. Somehow his sharp lines were 
blurred, his eyes had saddened. 

““You’re comfortably fixed here,” he said 
glancing around the apartment. “Tell me 
the truth. Have you been happy here?” 

I shook my head. “Not until today.” 

He asked my permission to smoke, and 
lit a thick, fragrant cigar. 

“My wife told me about what happened 
today. That’s why I’m here. Mrs. Karby 
is a very intense woman. Her feelings ride 
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her terrifically,” Mr. Karby told me seri- 
ously. 
“T know that,” I said. 

“You have reason to,” he agreed frankly. 
\“I think I ought to tell you, Miss Lane, 
|that I haven’t always agreed with my wife 
in her opinion of you. But after a man 
has made a fool of himself, he isn’t in a 
position to assert himself with the greatest 
force. You may not appreciate that fact.” 

Whether this was by way of explanation 
or apology, I could not determine. He 
With 10 MONTHS 10 PAY spoke deliberately, with an obvious sacrifice 
Order of natural pride. It was not easy, I knew, 
for John L. Karby to give an inch. 

“But I didn’t come here tonight, Miss 
Lane, to talk about Mrs. Karby or myself. 
A I want to talk to you about yourself and 
address. if satisfied, pay | 0-82 AA1 bive-wnite | | about Kenneth. My wife, from all I can 
| gather, made quite a scene here this after- 
and your dollar. will be re- | °° * on" noon. She tells me that you and Kenneth 
ae |are going to be married. Is that true?” 
| He looked at me searchingly, yet with a 
| certain degree of kindness that surprised me. 
| “That’s true, Mr. Karby,” I said. 
| He pressed his lips together tightly and 
shook his head. “You’re making a big mis- 
take, Miss Lane, if you marry him.” 
| “Is love ever a mistake?” I asked. 

“Love is never a mistake but marriage 
| sometimes is,” he said slowly. “I have 


been thinking your case over for a long 
LWS while. There have been nights when I was 
4 |awake until dawn, worrying. I wish you 
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and absolutely sincere. 
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I’m an old man, that you’ve got to build 
marriage on a four-square foundation which 
you two can never have. You'll realize it 
later, but Kenneth cannot always go about 
knocking men down when he overhears them 
jesting about the notorious woman he mar- 
ried. He can’t introduce you to his friends. 
Their wives wouldn’t accept you. You think 
you have suffered now; but wait until 
you see your husband crucified on account 
of your reputation!” 

Hurt and humiliated, I felt that I was 
turning deathly pale, as I said: 

“And you said that you came to me as a 
friend.” 

“I did come as a friend,” he said, “and if 
I hurt you now it’s only because I hope to 
prevent a hundred-fold more pain in the 
future. Kenneth has a bright future in 
business, but do you think the men with 
whom he ought to be associated would risk 
their confidence and their affairs in the 
hands of a man indiscreet enough to marry 
the woman—” He stopped short, and his 
eyes grew inexpressibly gentle. “It’s hard 
for me to say these things, Miss Lane, be- 
cause I know how they cut; but can’t you 
see how his friends would look at a thing 
like this? 


ORE than likely, there will be chil 

dren,” John L. Karby went on. “Cant 
you see them at school; the taunts of their 
playmates? People don’t forget names that 
have been published as yours has been. 1 
don’t say Kenneth would leave you, but | 
do say that a sensitive boy like him would 
suffer torment every day of his life! 

“You say you love him. And I say to 
you that if you have even a spark of kind- 
ness in your heart for the boy, you will 
save him from all this.” 

I looked down at the glistening ring on 
my fingers. The tears in my eyes almost 
blinded me. 

I fell forward in my chair and I felt 
Kenneth’s father catching me, lifting me 
back to the drift of pillows where Kenneth 
had told me of his love only a few short 
hours ago. 

Oh, I believed his father. I saw myseli 
as the world saw me! I, who had once 
aimed so high, and meant so well, I saw 
myself dragging Kenneth down, down, down 
with me to the sordid depth of an outcast. 

My heart was dead. 

“What do you want me to do?” I asked 
when I was able to speak. 

“I want you to break this engagement 
with Kenneth,” John L. Karby said gently. 
“T want you never to see the boy again, for 
your sake as well as his, Savannah.” 

“T'll die, but I don’t care,” I said. 

“Then, I suggest that you write him a 
letter, Savannah, and tell him exactly how 
things are, and then I would Bo away. Ii 
you need any money [I'll 

“I don’t need any money, and I'll go 
away,” I said. “Help me over to my desk.” 

That letter—how did I ever get the 
strength to write it? Heaven alone knows, 
for it was wet with my tears. 

I don’t know exactly what I wrote, but I 
poured my broken heart into it, telling 
Kenneth what our future would be if we 
married, telling him that I would never see 
him again. 

I took off his ring and kissed it; I slipped 
it into the envelope with the sheets of paper. 
I gave <** whole thing to John L. Karby, 
and threw myself heedlessly on the divan. 
I could feel him hovering above me, his hand 
on my shoulder, as he tried to quiet me. 

“You must control yourself, Savannah,” 
he said. “You're too brave a girl to let 
yourself go this way. You've done a fine, 
splendid thing, one of the finest things any 
woman ever did!” 

But tears were my release. They saved 
me from I know not what mental horror. 

When at last the flood had ceased, and I 
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sat up with my eyes swollen but dry, he 
thought I was better. How little he under- 
stood! How little any man understands! 

“Will you be quite all right now?” he 
asked anxiously. 

“Please—please go,” I said. Anything to 
get him out! Anything to be alone! 

Something resembling composure must 
have come over me, because John L. Karby, 
after a time, did leave me. He promised | 
to see me the next day. Much else he said | 
too, but his words scarcely penetrated my | 
understanding. They failed to capture my 
attention. 

Alone, I wandered from room to room 
in my apartment. I looked at myself in a 
mirror and I was haggard, ghostly white. | 
How unreal my recent happiness seemed! | 
Now, it was as though I had been awakened | 
from a pleasant dream to face realities so | 
cruel that I could hardly bear them. 

“You're a fool to think you could have | 
been happy!” I said to myself fiercely. | 
“There’s a curse on you! Happiness was 
never meant for you. You're not like other 


people !” 


F I remained in the apartment I felt I 

would stifle. Automatically I put on my 
hat and went out into the streets of New 
York, the loneliest city in the world despite 
its millions of inhabitants. 

Where I went I do not know; all I re- 
member is that I moved swiftly block after 
block with the roar of the elevated, the | 
street cars, and the taxicabs in my ears. 
Thousands of electric lights gleaming behind 
plate glass windows; blazing electric signs; 
lights as far as the eye could reach. Men 
and women, like myself, some hurrying, 
others loitering. 

I went on aimlessly, but there was no 
escape from myself. I tried to think, but 
my brain had lost its power to group events 
in their natural order. 

It was not this afternoon. that Kenneth 
and I had looked through the gates of | 
paradise together! No! It was a thousand 
vears ago! 

How could it all have ended so suddenly ? 
What power had John L. Karby to shatter 
that brief moment of joy? I heard myself 
talking under my breath. 

“You're out of your head,” I said. 
hold of yourself; get hold of yourself!” 

But the ability to reason, to look at things | 
in their true light was, at the time, an im- 
possibility. The pressure of my distress be- 


“Get | 


I Was Afraid of This 
New Way to Learn Music 


— lintil | Found It Was Easy As A-B-C 


Then I Gave My Husband 
the Surprise of His Life 


ON’T be silly, Mary. You're 
perfectly foolish to believe you 
can learn to play music by that 
method. You are silly % to even 
think about it. Why, it claims 
to teach music in half the 
usual time and without a 
teacher. It’s impossible.”’ 


That is how my husband 
felt when I showed him an 
ad telling about a new way 
to learn music. But how I 
hated to give up my new 
hope of learning to play the 


piano. When I heard others 
playing, I envied them so 
that it almost spoiled the 


pleasure of the music for me. For they 
could entertain their friends and family - 
they were musicians. I had to be satisfied 
with only hearing music. 


I was so disappointed. I felt very bitter as 
I put away the magazine containing the 
advertisement. For a week I resisted the 
temptation to look at it again, but finally 
I couldn’t keep from “‘peeking’’ at it. It 
fascinated me so much that finally, half- 


| frightened, half-enthusiastic, I wrote to the 


U. S. School of Music—without letting my 
husband know. 


Imagine my joy when the lessons started 
and I found that they were as easy as A. B. 
Why, a mere child could master them! 

My progress was wonderfully rapid and 
before I realized it, I was rendering selec- 
tions which pupils who study with private 
teachers for years can’t play. For thru 
this short-cut method, all the difficult, tire- 
some parts of music have been eliminated 


/and the playing of melodies has been reduced 


to a simplicity which anyone can follow with 
ease. 

Finally I decided to play for Jack, and 
show him what a “crazy course’ had taught 
me. So one night when he was sitting read- 
ing, I went casually over to the piano and 
started playing a lovely song. Words can’t 

describe his astonish- 


gan to lessen; I was conscious of the aching 
fatigue in my feet, the leaden pain of over- 
exertion in my legs, the throb of my aching | 
head. 

I looked about me and was amazed to) 
find that I was in my own street! Like 
some animal that had wandered in a circle, 
I had subconsciously steered my course back 
toward my starting point. I was tired al- | 
most to the point of exhaustion. I was, 
after all, a machine that had about run} 
down. I felt as though I could lose myself 


ment. “Why... why 

Pick Your Course " he floundered. 

: I simply smiled and 
went on playing. But 


soon Jack insisted 


Violin Sight Singing 
that I tell him where 


Drumsand Ukulele 


Traps Guitar 
Mandolin Hawaiian had learned . 
Clarinet Guitar} when ... how? So 
Flute rp 
Saxophone Cornet I told of my secret. 
One day not long 
Voice Speech Culture} after my husband 


AutomaticFingerContro! | came to me and said, 
Banjo (5-String, “Mary, don’t laugh, 
trum or Tenor) but I want to try 


learning to play the 


in unconsciousness and sleep for days. | 


OING up in the elevator I leaned | 

against the side of the car. Back’ 
again in the little home that had been the | 
scene of so much happiness, and so much | 
sorrow, I collapsed in a chair, too exhausted 
to seek my bed immediately. 

Perhaps I slept in the chair as I sat 
there. I don’t know. There is a borderland 
of semi-consciousness where one cannot dis- 
tinguish fact from fancy. 

Slowly, mysteriously, I began to feel 
somehow the presence of Kenneth near me; 
not his physical presence, but the magnetism 
of his personality. It was as though some- 
how he had escaped the bonds of the flesh 
and had sought me out. 

To me, dazed and exhausted, there was 
nothing unnatural or uncanny in the sense 
of his being near. I could not hear him or 


You 


method. 
certainly proved to me that it is a good way 
to learn music.” 


violin by that wonderful 


months later Jack and I 
were playing together. Now our musical 
evenings are a marvelous success. Every one 
compliments us, and we are flooded with 
invitations. Music has simply meant every- 
thing to us. It has given us Popularity! 
Fun! Happiness! 

If you, too, like music—then write to 
the U. S. School of Music for a copy of the 
booklet ‘‘Music Lessons in Your Own Home,” 
together with a Demonstration Lesson, ex- 
plaining this wonderful new easy’ method. 

Don't hesitate because you think you have 
no talent. Thousands of successful studen.s 
never dreamed they possessed musical ability 
until it was revealed to them by a wonderful 
“Musical Ability Test.” You, too, can learn 
to play your favorite instrument by note thru 
this short-cut method. Send the coupon. The 
Demonstration Lesson showing how they 
teach, will come AT ONCE. Address the 
U.S. School of Music, 4278 Brunswick Build- 
ing, New York. Instruments supplied when 
needed, cash or credit. 


So only a few 


U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, 

4278 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 

Please send me your free book, “Music Lessons in 
Your Own Home,” with introduction by Dr. Frank 
Crane, Demonstration Lesson and particulars of 
your Offer. I am interested in the following course: 


Have you above instrument? 


Name.. 
(Please write plainly) 


Address 


City State 


Saves Hose! 


Do your hose wear 
out at the heels? 


peng will save the heels 
our hose from shoe rub 

= stain—no more holes in A/ 
yourheels. Simply moistenthe 

ummed back and insert the 1 a 
firtle chamois-like pad in the 
heel of yourshoe. It takes only KS 
a second and your hosiery 
troubles are over. 


Butterfly Hose Savers 
are guaranteed. 
Satisfaction or 
money back 
ProductsCo.,Inc. 


. 4c. 
1310 Harney Street 
Omaha, aska 
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PRETTY AN KLES 
anp CAIVES 


R.WALTER’ 
Ankle will support 
sha ankle and calf while reduc- 
ing t 
They ft like a glove. Can be worn un- 


derany kind of hose without detection, 
You cannote thedifference inshapeof 


ankle at once. Can be worn at night 
and reduce while you sleep, orduring 
the day deriving then extra benefit 
the support. 

rite for Dr. Walter’s Special 
Rai le Bands for $3.75. Pay by 
check or money order (no cash) or a 
pay postman, 4 known the 


Send Ankle and Calf measure to 
DR. JEANNE S S. WALTER 
389 Fifth Avenue New York 
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a Skin 
‘Always Youn@’ 


OU'LL never realize how exquisite your skin 

can be until you try Sempray—the dainty 
pink complexion cake, Send today for a 7-day 
supply. Use Sempray to clean the skin at night. 
Also as a powder base. Note the lovely softness it 
imparts. How it cleans the skin, reduces pores, 
awakens hidden charms, You can find Sempray at 
your favorite toilet counter in original cake or 
dainty new type container. Also Sempray pow- 
der—a_levely finishing touch. Send coupon now. 
FREE 
Madame La Nore, Sem-pray Salons, 
Dept. C-84, Grand Rapids, Mich. 
Send me trial Sempray and powder. 
10c enclosed for mailing and 
ame. 
Addres 


10c Down 


LUE white, fiery sparkling “Harbirn 

Diamond,” set in platinum style, 
solid white gold, richly engraved, latest 
design solitaire ring Harbirn Diamonds 
are full 32 facet cut of dazzling radiance 
and rainbow brilliancy Their similarity 
to perfect cut, flawless, genuine diamonds 
is amazing even to experts 


6 Months to pay 


SOLID WHITE 
GOLD 


No 


down. 
Just men- 
tion whether you want the 


Send only l0c 

red tape, no delay 
ring or the watch. If ring is 
wanted state size or send 
a strip of paper for measure. 
Pay balance $2.00 a month 


Stock is limited. 
Rush order at 


$12.10. 
Act now. 
once. 


CORNS 


For quick, safe relief from 
painful corns or tender toes 
and pressure of tight shoes 


Dr Scholl's 
Zino-pa 


At drug 
and shoe stores 
everywhere 


A.E.Mohr of N.Y 
hung up that record” 


MARCELWAVER 


WORLD’S GREATEST 
WONDER OF THE AGE 
Amazinginvention of French ex- 
pert gives perfect marcel wave in 


15 minutes—costs 2c. 
2 NEW 

irs. 


Women everywhere 
wild over astonishing results, 
Agents—men and women—clean- 
ing up biggest profits in years—no 
competition— patented in all coun- 
tries —$3.00 
QUICK MONEY cash profit 
on every sale—every woman and girl buys 
on sight, Exclusive territories now being 
allotted—no time to lose. Send name, 


TO MEN OR WOMEN °::''-:. 


and ter- 
ritory wanted. Get FREE SUPER- 
SELLING OUTFIT Offer. Send Now. 


MARCELWAVER 
DEPT. K152 CINCINNATI, OHIO 


| 


see him or touch him, yet he was close. 

I remember that I whispered his name, 
half expecting an answer; but no answer 
came. I reached out my hand and touched 
only the empty air; my ears strained, but 
the only sound was the ticking of a clock 
until suddenly, the stillness of the room 
was ripped apart by the jangle of my tele- 
phone. The rude clamor rasped through 
every raw nerve and brought me bolt up- 
right in my chair, vibrating to the hideous 
alarm. 

Who could be calling me? Who in all 
the world could have anything to say to 
Savannah Lane? I was minded not to an- 
swer the raucous bell, but its desperate ap- 
peal finally dragged me, with lagging steps, 


the instrument. 


John L. Karby’s voice! My battered 


| heart stood still! 


“Savannah, it’s about Kenneth. He’s hurt. 


|I’m sending my car around for you. It 


ought to be there in a few minutes. You 


| had better go down to the curb to meet it.” 


for 6 months, full price only | 


| scious, 


'told her how 


Fate. 


Kenneth hurt! I was fainting, but I 
willed myself to stay on my feet. 
“Is he dead?” 

“Not dead, but seriously hurt!” said John 
|L. Karby. “Automobile accident. He’s 
been brought home.” 

Somehow I found my way out to the 
street. This was the last brutal bludgeoning 
For myself I could stand any- 
thing, but the thought of Kenneth stricken 
was a thousand times worse than any pain 
I had ever suffered. I huddled and wept 
in a corner of the luxurious Karby car as 
we moved with maddening slowness toward 


the apartment where he lived with his 
parents. 
Once more I ascended to that well re- 


membered floor where all my troubles had 
begun. It was hushed now, suffused with 
the faint penetrating odor of surgeons and 
hospitals. 

John L. Karby received me as I stepped 
out of the elevator. His face was gray, his 
voice lowered 

“He calls for you whenever he is con- 
” he said. “His mother and I couldn't 
refuse him.” 


ENNETH’S mother! My enemy! If 
possible, my face must have grown 
even paler! Kenneth’s father seemed to 
read the thought that flashed across my mind. 
“She is with him now, Savannah. I want 
to tell you, before you go in, that I showed 
her the letter you wrote to Kenneth. I 
you had behaved, and she 


| could hardly believe me until she saw what 


| 


| ment. 


| you had written. 
|last convinced her that you were on the 
| square. 


You see, that letter at 
Even before this accident happened, 
she had begun to see the light, Savannah, 
begun to realize the injustice she had done 
you.” 

“That doesn’t matter now,” I 
“Nothing matters but Kenneth.” 

“He doesn’t know yet that you wrote 
that letter, Savannah. When I got home 
he had not arrived. It seemed he did not 
come home directly after leaving your apart- 
He was crossing the street when a 
cab skidded and struck him. They picked 
him up and brought him home. If he 
should die, we don’t want him to know 
before the end that you had given him up. 
If he must go, we want him to be happy 
at the last!” 

Kenneth’s 


said. 


mother came into the room. 


| The old harshness, the old haughty carriage 


of the head was all gone from her. She 
was just a grief-stricken mother. She came 
straight up to me. 

“Savannah Lane, he keeps calling your 
name,” she said brokenly. “The doctor- 
don’t give us much hope. There’s just a 
chance, though. It rests with God and you. 
Go in to my boy, and try to hold him 
with us.” 

A physician, his profession stamped all 
over him by his manner, came into the 
room. 

“He is resting,” he said. “I think, how- 
ever, I should have a consultation. With 
your permission, Mr. Karby, I would lik: 
to telephone for Doctor Irwin and Doctor 
Lamar.” 


ACK of those quiet words we all sensed 

the fact that a crisis was immediately 
at hand. John L. Karby bowed his head in 
assent. Mrs. Karby reached out a nervous 
hand and placed it on my arm. 

“We want this young lady to go in with 
Kenneth,” she said, a strange timidity in 
her voice. “She is his—his ig 

The physician looked at me with serious 
eyes, for a moment. 

“We know the physical facts of the boy's 
injury pretty well,” he said. “But the de- 
termining factor is the extent of the shock 
he has suffered. I have seen cases like this 
before, where life hung in the balance. After 
a certain point we physicians pass our limit 
of helpfulness. If he wants to see you, your 
very presence may mean the difference be- 
tween life and death. I’m rather inclined 
to think that you may be of assistance 
although I guarantee nothing.” 

They took me to the room where he was 
stretched out in bed, a long straight form 
under the white covers. His head was in 
bandages. His face was the face of a dead 
man. <A nurse in white sat beside him, 
but at a gesture from the physician she gave 
me her chair. 

Kenneth’s eyes were closed. I did not 
touch him. I bowed my head in my arms 
on the side of the bed. When I lifted my 
face, the others had left the room and 
closed the door silently behind them. 

I spoke to him in a whisper so faint that 
I doubted if he heard it, yet his eyelids 
opened slowly. 

“Savannah.” 

“IT was unconscious, 


dear, but I felt my 
soul seeking you out. It was all dark and 
dim, but somehow I got near you. I 
couldn’t see you, but I could feel that I was 
close to you. Did you know it, dear?” 

“I knew it, Kenneth.” 

“T knew I was nearly dead, Savannah, but 
I clung to life and you. Stay close to me. 
I’m not going to die.” 

Only one thing more remains to be told. 
Kenneth and I decided, weeks later, that 
his father was right when he said that a 
marriage between Savannah Lane and Ken- 
neth Karby would ruin both our lives. 

Yet Savannah Lane and Kenneth Karby 
were married, and our lives were not ruined. 
We found that there is always a way around 
any mountain of difficulty. We slipped 
away from New York for the ceremony, and 
later we moved to a distant city where we 
live today under assumed names and no one 
knows me as a notorious woman. 

We are happy. We are lovers and friends 
and joyous companions, and we have found 
that troubles dissolve like mist before the 
splendid radiance of courage. 


r AN old sweetheart always dangerous to a married woman? Is a wife wise 
who renews her friendship with a man who once loved her? These questions 
are raised and answered in the powerful serial “Hush Money,” which starts in 


September SMart Ser. 


The wife tells the story and she tells it frankly with no 


attempt to gloss over her failings or blame the man. 
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I Earned $3.33 a Week 


[Continued from page 59] 


I gave up this post only when I was 
nearly through with my course in beauty 
culture and wanted to finish more quickly 
by giving days as well as nights to my 
training. 

My health was still uncertain, so that I 
did not take a regular job immediately but 
went to people’s homes to dress their hair 
and manicure their nails. After a little ex- 
perience, I decided that work in a beauty 
parlor would be easier. I was tired of car- 
rying around the tools of my trade! I took 
a job in a beauty parlor conducted by a 
woman at No. 50 Broadway, in New York’s 
downtown business district. 

Even eleven years ago business girls had 
found the advantage of having a place near 
their offices where they could be made pretty. 
Why shouldn't a business woman be femi- 
nine? It gets her much farther than trying 
to be like a business man. 


HE woman who ran this beauty parlor 

had a department devoted to manicur- 
ing on the floor below. I had not got over 
my bad habit of fainting, and she suggested 
that the work in the beauty parlor might be 
too hard for me and that I had better do 
manicuring downstairs, where I could sit 
down all the time. 

So I made the change, and I think the bet- 
ter ventilation and cooler air were what 
helped me. At any rate, my health at once 
improved and for years I have had no more 
trouble with it. 

I was by that time earning a salary of 
twelve dollars a week, but that means noth- 
ing. In such a position the worker's real 
money is made in commissions and tips. I 
must have averaged forty to fifty dollars a 
week in this manicure parlor, and even more 
in the barber shop of the Astor House, that 
famous old New York hotel on lower Broad- 
way, which was torn down a few years ago, 
but in which I worked as manicure girl for 
two years. 

I was downtown about four years alto- 
gether, and seven years ago became mani- 
curist in the Bush Building Barber Shop, 
which I now own and manage, together 
with the Bush Building Beauty Parlor The 
location is one of New York’s busiest spots, 
on Forty-second Street, a stone’s throw from 
Broadway. 

It was there that I evolved my ten rules 
for success. I give them to you now for 
what they are worth: 

1. Sell your personality. Make yourself 
interesting, a person who cannot be ignored 
and forgotten. 

2. Be feminine. No 
should be a business man. 

3. Make friends. They help in business 
as much as in politics. 

4. Use brains. They go 
education. 

5. Play fair with your employer. 

6. Dress as well as you can. 

7 peop'e—how 


business woman 


farther than 


please 


7. Understand to 
them, how to manage them. 

8. Cultivate courage and never be afraid 
of responsibility. 

9. Keep a life for yourself, outside your 
money-making job. 

10. Take a chance, 
you! 

It was there that I made whatever success 
has come to me. It was there that I 
learned what I think is the great secret of 
uccess for a woman—how to sell her per- 
sonality and so win friends. By selling per- 


when it comes to 


sonality I mean making your customers, your 
employer, your fellow workers, all the per- 
sons with whom you come in business con- 
tact, realize you are an individual whom they 


find interesting and likable and worth help- 
ing. There are so many rubber stamps in 
the world! Most persons are surprised and 
grateful to find someone who can make a 
distinct and pleasing impression. 

My customers have included some of the 
busiest and richest men in New York. Well- 
known writers, leaders in the theatrical 
world, the heads of big business enterprises 
have sat across the little table on which I 
keep my manicuring tools. I couldn't give 
a complete list of them, but on it would be 
such names as Irvin S. Cobb, Henry W. Sav- 
age, Irving T. Bush, “Roxy,” Al Fields, 
Ramon Navarro. 

My working hours have been from nine in 
the morning till seven or later at night. If 
a man is in a hurry, I can give him a mani- 
cure in eleven minutes, afd I have manicured 
thirty-five or forty persons in a single day. 
One man who used to give me ten-dollar 
tips was a particularly rushed and very im- 
portant person. I always kept three o'clock 
every Friday afternoon for him. He knew 
that I would be ready, that I would work as 
quickly as possible, that he need not waste 
an unnecessary instant and, to him, it was 
worth the money. 

Women, I am told, often wonder what 
men talk to a manicurist about. Nine times 
out of ten, they talk about themselves! It 
is the moment of relaxation in their busy 
day. They expand. Almost any man’s idea 
of the most sympathetic audience is a girl 
who is not too hard to look at and who 
is flatteringly concentrated on him. So he 
naturally tells her about the thing upper- 
most in his mind, the deal he is trying to 
steer. A girl who knows how to listen and 
who has any sense can learn a lot in such a 
job as I have had. 

I have learned not only about business but 
about men. Most of them are awfully de- 
cent. There are a few mashers, of course, 
but it is easy enough to manage them. I 
just say that I am too busy to make en- 
gagements out of business hours. They sel- 
dom persist—why should they, when there 
are plenty of other girls? Incidentally, 
manicurists have an unjust reputation for 
vamping. I have known hundreds of girls 
in the business and I have never known one 
home-wrecker. 

But I must get back to my story of how 
I realized my life’s ambition—to own and 
run a business for myself. I did not forget 
it, even when I was making so much money 
working for someone else. I studied the 
barber shops and beauty parlors everywhere, 
analyzing what seemed to me their defects 
and planning what I would do with my own. 
No matter how limited a woman’s formal 
education, she can learn to use her brains. 
I discovered, for instance, that  slipshod 
bookkeeping and handling of the takings 
make some barber shops fail. 


HERE was a certain beauty parlor to 

which I myself went when my mother 
was coming to visit me. I always had to 
fix up then, or she would think that I was 
looking tired and that I might be ill. That 
beauty shop was hung with curtains of the 
most horrible greenish-blue shade that made 
me look so haggard I couldn’t even powder 
my nose until I got out of the shop. 

“When I have mine,” I said to myself, 
“the decorations will make women look beau- 
tiful, not ugly!” 

I played fair and worked loyally for my 
employer, but I was doing everything to 
prepare for my own business, except saving 
money for it. Not that I do not agree en- 
tirely with the persons who urge ambitious 
young men and women to save all they can, 
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GRAY HAIR 
NO! 


But don’t try 
to fool others 
with dangerous 
“crude dyes.” 
Bring back 
natural shade 
by this amaz- 
ing safe way. 


NSTEAD of dangerous “crude dyes” 

that do not fool anyone, you now call 
back the original girlhood color to your 
hair. Simply comb in a clear, water-like 
liquid containing elements that give nat- 
ural shade. If auburn, hair reverts to 
auburn—if black, black returns. 


This scientific way defies detection. 
3,000,000 women have used it. Makes 
hair live looking and lustrous. Will not 
wash off. May be applied only to gray 
parts. Keeps hair easy to curl. 

Test free by sending coupon—or go to 
nearest drug store. Few cents’ worth 
restores color perfectly. Money returned 
if not amazed. 


You try it first 

on a single lock 
of your hair to see 
what it does, Thus 
have no fear of re- 
sults. 


Then simply 

comb this water- 
like liquid through 
your hair. C/ean... 
safe. Takes only 7 
or 8 minutes. 


3 Arrange hair 
and watch color 
gradually creep 
back, Restoration 
will be perfect and 
complete. 


TEST 


takes 1 minute 


5 
Mary T. Gold 1342K Gold Bldg., St.Paul, Minn. 
Cheek color: Black.........dark brown........ medium 
1 brown... auburn (dark red).......light brown..... “4 
light auburn...... blonde...... (Print name} 
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T. GOLDMAN’S 


air Color Restorer 
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Saves Hose 


Prevents wearing out and stain- 
ing at the heel; stops shoes rub- 
bing and slipping at the heel. 


The 


patented 

cup-shaped 

center, indicated by 
arrow, prevents this! 


At trifling cost, you can prevent your hose 
from wearing out and staining at the heel, 
and at the same time enjoy the added com- 
fort of wearing shoes that do not slip or rub 
at the heel. These are the benefits you get by 
attaching Dr. Scholl's Nu-Grip Heel Liner in 
your shoes. Made of soft, velvet-like rubber. 
Invisibly worn in the shoes. 

Seld in shoe and dept. stores everywhere—-30 cents per 


pair Insist on getting the genuine, with the cup-shaped 
center. Buy a pair for each pair of your shoes. 


Dr Scholls 
Nu-GripHeel Liner 


MEXICAN 


TO PRECIOUS STONE LOVERS 


Why risk losing hundreds of dollars in @ Diamond when 
you can get the SAME SATISFACTION for 1/ 100th the 
cost? To get the names of Gem-lovers everywhere and tell 
them about a Marvelous NEW GEM positively matching the 
finest genuine Diamond SIDE-BY-SIDE—same perfect cut 

dazzling steel-blue brilliancy and flashing RAINBOW FIRE 
—GUARANTEED FOR LIFE, yet low in price, we'll give 


FREE thisfleshing, flery red Mexican Ruby. Forthis FREE 
Gem and our catalog about this wonderful new Diamond 
substitute, send quick your name, address and l(c to 
nartly cover handling cost. 

Mexican Gem Importing Co., Dept. U-7, Monterey, Calif. 


Part time men $5 an hourselling 
| famous Pioneer tailored - to- 

measure all-wool suits at $23.50. 
| Commissions paid inad- 

vance. Striking leather © 
brief case containing 100 ,; } 


large swatch samples furnished — {| 
other equally remarka’ 

and $34.50. We train the inexperienced. 
Menwithdetermination and willing- 
ness to work forsuccesswrite forthis & 


Pioneer TailoringCo.,159W. HarrisonSt. Dept. H 1196 Chicago 


Cool and soothe the inflammation and 
distress of sunburn with clean, antiseptic, 
healing ZEMO. Use freely any time. At 
all druggists—60c and $1.00. 


zemo 


FOR SKIN IRRITATIONS | 
MUSIC LESSONS vour HOME 

You can read music like this quickly 


Write today for our FREE BOOKLET. It tells how tolearn 
to play Piano, Organ, Violin, Mandolin, Guitar, Banjo, ete. 

layers. Your only expense about 
postage used. 


43 Manhattan Building, CHICAGO, 


Beginners or advanced 
2c per day for music an 


AMERICAN SCHOOL of MUSIC 


| follow it. 


| word 


so that they may have capital to take ad- 
vantage of an opening. 

The advice is perfectly sound, but I hap- 
pened to be one of the women who could not 
I dressed well. No woman who 
wants to succeed can afford to do other- 
wise. You must look like success, and be- 
sides, unless you know you look right, you 
cannot forget yourself in your work. 

A woman who wants to make a success 
of life, not merely of business, has to keep 
human. She must not sacrifice human needs 
and relationships to money-getting and 
money-saving. I did not save my money 
because there was always someone who 
needed it worse than a savings bank. 

Yet I got my business after all. For 
years I had dreamed about it, hoped for it, 
wondered if it would ever come true. My 
dream at last was realized by one of those 
sudden strokes of fate, those “breaks in 
luck” that come to everyone who has the 
sense to watch for them. 

Here is how it happened in my case: A 
year ago my employer wanted to sell his 
shop. I knew all about it, for he and pros- 
pective customers discussed the deal in my 
presence. He even asked me if I could find 
him a customer in a certain syndicate, sev- 
eral of whose representatives had been my 
friends for years. 

I told him frankly that I did not think 
it my place to try to put through such an 
undertaking. Of course, without capital, it 
did not occur to me that I could buy out my 
boss, although I had great faith in the ever- 
increasing value of a barber shop in such a 
location—the very center of New York's up- 
town business and theatrical district. 


HEN any important property is for 
sale, you know how quickly the news 
spreads through business circles. One day 
I was amazed to find myself approached by 


| that identical syndicate in which my em- 


ployer had hoped I would find him a cus- 
tomer. One of the men connected with it— 
I knew several of them well—asked me if I 
thought I could run the barber shop now in 
the market, provided the syndicate gave me 


| its backing at the start. I was to pay off by 


serial notes the purchase money advanced. 

The deal was put through on this basis. 
I obtained the backing and signed the notes. 
Of course it was wonderful good fortune 
for me, but there was a reason for it too. 
Someone reminded me that the late J. P. 
Morgan, when asked what was his favorite 
security, said he would rather lend on char- 
acter than on anything else. Someone else 
told me that the reason why I have my 
great opportunity is because the men in 
the syndicate declared that anybody who 
had worked as hard and given others as 
square a deal as I had all my life, deserved 
a square deal in return. 

I took over my barber shop about a year 
ago. In three weeks I was making a profit. 

How did I do it? First of all, I made 


| the place look as prosperous as possible. I 


Sunburn 


went over all the equipment and renewed 
everything that seemed the least bit shabby 
or out of date. I saw to it that all the 
“tools of the trade” represented the last 
in sanitation, efficiency and attrac- 
tiveness. 

I specialized not only in good service but 
in comfort for my customers. For example, 
people who go to a barber shop must often 
wait their turn. The waiting place in my 
shop was draughty and I had often noticed 
the shiver of prospective customers. So I 


had a vestibule built, and the atmosphere 
immediately improved. 

hen I was ready to serve my clientele 
as I thought it should be served, I made a 
special personal effort to build it up. Many 
businesses like mine, in New York or other 
large cities, rely too much on transient trac: 
It seems to me that the way to make 4 
business succeed is to try to win steady, 
regular customers. 

To increase the number of mine, I sat 
down to the telephone and called up all the 
good friends I had made in my years of 
work. I explained that I was now in busi 
ness for myself and asked them frankly for 
their patronage. They were wonderful! They 
not only promised enthusiastically to make 
a point of coming to my shop, but they 
brought and sent their friends. 

Word of mouth as everyone knows, is 
the best advertising. However I did not 
neglect other kinds. During my luncheon 
hour I went to other businesses in the neigh 
borhood and offered to give out their card- 
if they would give out mine. Many of them 
were most encouraging. 


O-OPERATION was what I also sought 
from my employees. I have sixteen, 
many of them men older than I. Yet we 
have had no difficulties They have worked 
with me, not against me, from the start. My 
way of getting along with them is simply 
to ask them to do things in the way I would 
like to be asked if they were bossing me 
After six months the barber shop was do 
ing so well that I decided to launch the 
project which interested me most of all—my 
beauty parlor. It is an adjunct, of course, 
to the barber shop, but I am confident it 
will be an even better money maker. The 
beauty business, as I have said, is enjoying 
boom times. Women don’t care how much 
it costs to make them look lovely, if only 
the desired effect is attained. 

My beauty parlor prospered from the 
start and I think what put it over in the 
beginning was the atmosphere which I de- 
signedly created—an atmosphere becoming 
to women. 

The appearance of the place suits women 
and of course I do all I can to make the 
service suit them too. The beauty parlor 
has a little reception room, separate from 
the barber shop, and its own personnel oi 
workers trained to make plain women at- 
tractive and beautiful women more beauti- 
ful, just by skilful attention to hair, com- 
plexion and hands. 

Besides managing and keeping the books 
for both barber shop and beauty parlor, I 
keep on with my manicuring. I have never 
been a clock-watcher, and now I work 
harder than ever. It’s nine a. m. to eight 
p. m. every day. On Saturday night I work 
till after eleven straightening out the tak- 
ings on the heaviest day in the week. On 
Sunday I put in four or five hours on the 
pay roll and am at work on it again by 
six o'clock Monday morning. I have even 
scrubbed floors and brushed ceilings, when 
my cleaner did not show up, for I have 
a horror of having my place look the least 
bit run down. 

The responsibility sometimes seems ter- 
rible but my business is increasing all the 
time and on the whole I never was as happy 
in my life. You see, I can’t help being 
thrilled when they tell me that I’m the only 
woman owner and manager of a big barber 
shop and beauty parlor in the whole world! 

Anyhow I'd rather die than fail! 


SF hater! would you do if a woman in the thirties tried to marry your son not yet 
out of college? That was my problem. You'll admit that alone was enough, 
but when she tried to vamp my middle-aged husband, and seemed to succeed, my 
troubles were almost more than I could bear. My story in Smart Set for Sep- 
tember about “The Cradle Snatcher” will tell you what happened to her and me. 
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Do You Support Your 
Husband? 


(Continued from page 39) 


of months she adjusts herself to her new 
position. On Saturday afternoons she cleans 
house. On Sunday morning she dyes cur- 
tains. Her darning and sewing are done in 
the evening while her husband is reading his 
newspaper. Sooner or later she is going to 
feel like rebelling. If she is a valiant person 
she will hide her rebelliousness but it will 
be there, inside, gnawing. 

Quite likely the next thing that arises will 
be the problem of friends. The wife will 
have her own friends, and some of them 
will be men and women whom she has met 
through her business activities. She won’t 
want to give these up entirely. There isn’t 
any reason why she should. And the man, 
if he is the right sort of fellow, will have 
his friends, too, and sooner or later there 
is bound to be a clash about this. 


F THE wife weren't working, these quar- 

rels over two sets of acquaintances could 
never arise for the husband is usually able 
to adapt himself to his wife’s neighborhood 
friendships but is seldom able to accept 
those made in the business world. 

The subject of money will come up sooner 
or later. Even if the financial arrangement 
is seemingly satisfactory to both parties, 
there is bound to be some sort of misunder- 
standing. The husband should feel himself 
the head of his home, and he realizes that 
he isn’t. He has got to agree to things that 
he once thought he couldn’t agree to. He 
finds himself one half of a business partner- 
ship instead of head of his own home. This 
isn’t what he thought married life would be 
like. 

With an economically independent wife, 
it is increasingly difficult to have children. 
Oh, I know there are hundreds of self- 
supporting married women who are mothers. 
You needn’t tell me about them for they 
are numbered among my best friends, but I 
know how difficult their situation is. 

First, there is the problem of having the 
baby, of taking time off, the lessening and 
actual stoppage of the earning capacity. 
Then, after the baby comes, unless the wo- 
man is engaged in some artistic work where 
she can spend most of her time at home, 
she must leave the baby in the hands of a 
nurse. While there is no reason why a nurse 
shouldn’t be as efficient as a mother, the 
results are not as good as logic points out 
that they should be. 

More quarrels arise out of this. However, 
the family that does have babies, even 
though they cause some domestic inharmony, 
is not nearly as bad off, socially, from the 
point of view of behaviorism, as those who 
have no children at all, who “can’t afford 
to have a child.” Such a couple, apparently 
waiting in good faith each year until such 
time as a rise in salary will make it possible 
for them to have progeny, gets in all sorts 
of psychic difficulties. Their barrenness in 
no way brings them closer together. 

I don’t recommend children as a dear and 
wonderful way of bringing back a dying 
love, but I do say that a normal family in 
which there are children is far more apt to 
survive than the artificial “family” consist- 
ing of two young business people who have 
married just so that they may be together. 

This isn’t all. The little woman who 
doesn’t work has all the best of it, quite 
outside of the economic conditions. I look 
around and see the women of my own ac- 
quaintance who don’t have jobs and I see 
how lucky they are. Most of them are 


married to men able to support them in a 
fairly comfortable state. Most of them 
have maids, at least a maid apiece, to run 
their small and well-ordered homes. 

Their days are almost entirely free from 
manual labor. te wife at home gets up in 
the morning as late as she pleases with a 
clear conscience, knowing that the maid has 
cooked an adequate breakfast for her hus- 
band. She spends a leisurely morning bath- 
ing and dressing, has a pleasant luncheon 
served for her, spends an afternoon in pleas- 
urable pursuits, goes to a matinee, plays 
bridge, gossips with friends, or goes on a | 
shopping tour. If she does her own market- | 
ing she feels that she is being quite a brave 
and useful little person. 

When she gets home, at night, she is | 
barely in time to see if the maid is getting | 
the dinner ready according to the plans of 
the morning when during a five-minute con- 
sultation they decided on steak or chops, | 
“with what vegetable, ma’am ?” 

After dinner, when the woman who is. 
employed is pretty tired out, the little wife 
at home is sitting back unperturbed, rested, 
content, sometimes she is content, that is. 
Oh, yes, the woman who doesn’t work has 
all the best of it. She has proved her clever- | 
ness in the beginning by marrying a man | 
able to support her. | 

“You have drawn pictures of two dif- 
ferent social spheres,” you will tell me. “In 
one, the couple barely has enough to get 
along on when they both work, and the 
husband of the second couple is not only 
able to support his wife but to supply 
luxuries, too.” 

Maybe you are right, but I am not aw- |! 
fully sure that you are, for I have seen 
several things in my life and one of them 
is that the husband who makes good is the | 
husband who is driven to making good by 
his wife. 

The selfish littke woman who wants to 
sit home in idleness and, without even sew- 
ing a fine seam, sit on a cushion and eat | 
mid-winter strawberries, should be punished | 
in some way if things worked out correctly. 
But life isn’t like that. It isn’t the little | 
checker board of good and bad or right | 
and wrong that we thought it in our youth. | 

There is Clarabelle and George. Clara- | 

| 


belle never liked to do anything useful. | 
Then on the other hand, I don’t know of 
anything useful that Clarabelle could pos- | 
sibly have done. She is awfully nice, in- 
clined to be a bit over-fat these days which 
makes her a trifle awkward when she gets 
around, but who cares about that? Clara- 
belle’s wants have never been simple, but 
luckily she has always been able to attain 
them. 


HEN she first married George he had 
a good job on a newspaper as a/| 
sports writer. Clarabelle didn’t want 
George to do newspaper work—it gave him 
such awfully inconvenient hours—so_ she 
urged and urged and pouted and pouted 
until George threw down a lucrative job 
and made a connection with a fight pro- 
moter whom he had met during business. 
Things were all right for a while but again 
Clarabelle pouted. This wasn’t the social 
connection she would like to have in a hus- | 
band. Once more George obliged and 
changed to a Wall Street firm he had be- 
come acquainted with through the fight | 
promoter. Here he made more money but | 
Clarabelle felt that he could do better. By | 
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many urgings, by little needless extrava- 
gances that had to be paid for, George was 
hurled into success, commercial success, any- 
how. Today George is making around 
thirty thousand dollars a year and if he 
were writing a story for one of the success 
magazines he could truthfully say that he 
owed everything he has done to his wife. 

The other side of the picture is not nearly 
so pretty. Jack and Florence were married 
when they were both young, both ambitious. 
Because Florence had an excellent position 
as millinery buyer in one of the large de- 
partment stores, Jack felt a bit free to try 
his hand at things that interested him. He 
tried everything from radio salesmanship to 
motion picture directing, stopping at half 
a dozen way stations in between. He tried 
to promote a new drink. He was inter- 
ested in souvenir programs. He felt that 
there was a fortune in curious realty de- 
velopments. 

There was nothing wrong, fundamentally, 
with Jack. If he had had a wife and a 
couple of babies, who needed his support, 
it is quite likely he would have buckled 
down at his first job, or one of the first 
six anyhow, and made a go of it. Above 
the average in good looks, attractive, strong, 
there was no reason why he couldn't work, 
except that he didn’t have to. 

Jack is still piddling along with this and 
that. Florence is still working hard. She 
is competent, energetic, ambitious. Jack is 
none of these. Of course, you could tell me 
that she is the more masculine of the two 
or she is the type of woman who shouldn't 
have married, and let it go at that. I am 
not at all sure. I think that if Jack had 
made good Florence would have been very 
eager to quit her job. She doesn't like to 
get up in the mornings nor hurry home in 
the crowded trains at night. She doesn’t 
know that Jack might have made good if 
she hadn’t made good instead, and there is 
no use telling her. 

The experience of Caroline and Richard 
seems one of the most enlightening to me. 
Caroline is an interior decorator in a small 
shop. Richard is an architect. Richard 
never seemed to get ahead. If he had 
worked harder he might have done some- 
thing, but how that boy hated work! Their 
jobs sandwiched nicely together. They 
were able to hand each other all sorts of 
opportunities. 

If Richard had felt the necessity for work 
he might have been able to accomplish 
something. As things were, he would spend 
weeks over competitions and the competitions 
would close before his drawings were ready. 
He would talk largely of designing public 
buildings, and did six-room stucco bunga- 
lows instead. When he did get a commis- 
sion he did it without inspiration. He could 
design a house of any period, according to 
rules, and they were always a bit alike. If 
he had been asked to do a cathedral, it 
would have looked either like every other 
mediocre cathedral in the world or like a six- 
room bungalow. 


AROLINE was a conscientious girl. She 

was a bit too earnest perhaps, but she 
was extremely popular, tactful and just 
She was the type of a girl who, if she hadn't 
had to work, would have enjoyed neigh- 
bors, women’s clubs and all sorts of outside 
activities. Her house was always in apple- 
pie order. What happened? I wish I could 
report a tale of continued connubial bliss. 
I can't. 

Because of Caroline’s efficiency, Richard 
grew careless. He didn’t have to earn 
money so he didn’t earn it. Then he fell 
in love with Delia, and Caroline, thinking 
she was doing a noble deed, went to Reno 
and divorced him. Richard married his new 


love. Delia was idle, lazy, a bit shifty and 

undependable. There were vague rumors 

about her past. All of their friends, know- 
100 


ing the situation, predicted a sudden down- 
fall for Richard. He had left lovely, werthy 
Caroline for a woman who had nothing, 
an oily creature who lacked, seemingly, ll 
of the virtues. Did Richard go down? 
You’d be surprised at the way he didn’t. 
Delia demanded things of him. She was 
satisfied neither with the money he earned, 
nor with the state in which he had lived 
with his former wife. She herself had 
earned money, but she wasn’t at all eager 
to continue. Occasionally she would get a 
job, keep it for a few weeks and stop again. 


For the first time in his life, Richard 
found himself with responsibilities. The 
house was always dirty and unkempt. He 


had to make enough money to furnish an 
adequate servant or he wouldn’t have been 
able to live in comfort. He had to take 
care of the bills himself where formerly 
conscientious Caroline had done all this for 
him. He was devoted to Delia. He saw 
in her a thousand non-existent virtues. 


O THAT she might be looked after more 
J carefully he applied himself to his work. 
He got away from artistic ideas, but de- 
veloped a line of hideous commercial dwell- 
ings which, of course, found ready buyers. 
He met some up-and-coming real estate men 
who gave him complete charge of a new 
development at more money than he an‘! 
Caroline had ever made together. 

Delia is entirely responsible for Richard's 
success. There is no doubt of it. She 
drinks a little too much, but Richard reall 
approves of this. It was awfully hard t) 
have to sneak out and get a drink alone 
every time you wanted one and Caroline 
was so disapproving. 

Caroline had all sorts of curious ideas 
about neatness and about integrity. Luckily. 
Delia isn’t bothered with these things. I) 
her house gets untidy, there is always 
maid to clean it. If you put somethins 
over on a person, so much the worse for 
him. That’s Delia’s theory. Richard's lii 
may be on a different standard than before. 
but from ninety-nine viewpoints he is far 
more successful than when he was married 
to a successful woman. Certainly he is far 
happier and curiously enough, Caroline, who 
is without the husband she thought neces 
sary for her happiness and for whom she 
had sacrificed so much, is happier, too. 

Ronald and Bertha are different. Ronaid 
seemed a success while he was married to 
her. It was only after they separated that 
folks found out that Bertha had kept him 
full of seeming prosperity and sleekness 
and that left alone he was a pretty poor 
sort of a person. Bertha had to keep on 
working after the separation, but then, she 
had always expected to work. 

Julie and Howard couldn’t get along and 
were divorced and now Julie, married to 
Frederick, who makes a living for her, has 
two babies and a charming home. 

So there you are. These and a hundred 
more examples I could quote do not really 
prove anything. According to science, you 
must present the results of a thousand ex- 
periments before credence may be given to 
a thing. I haven't the room for a thousand 
here. I don’t know that many, anyhow, but 
I do know dozens. 

There is Lawrence and Lucille who both 
work and fight continuously because Lucille 
is always tired and nervous after her day’s 
work is over. There is Roberta and Frank 
who didn’t get along at all, were almost 
ready for a divorce, when Roberta became 
ili and had to stop work. Maybe her ill- 
ness made Frank realize how dear she was 


to him. Maybe the new responsibility is 
what turned the trick. 

Anyhow, Roberta was not able to go 
back to work. Frank buckled down, 


worked harder than he had ever worked 
before, got more salary and now they are 
getting along splendidly together. Of course 
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there are innumerable couples who work and 
who are happy. I’m sure of it. As I said, 
it’s hard to prove anything but I’m still 
inclined to think the wife who works is 
just a bit foolish. 

The artistic woman who is fairly success- 
ful has even a more difficult problem than 
the working weman. Her husband, unless 
he is especially generous and unless his 
mind is an exceedingly good one, is apt to 
get an inferiority complex, which will come 
out in the form of a bad temper, a seeming 
superiority or a complete loss of personality. 
He hardly ever is able to survive the effect 
of having a wife who is more prominent 
than he is. If he really has anything, of 
course he will succeed on his own. 

There are dozens of cases where both 
husband and wife are equally successful 
along artistic lines, but then the man pos- 
sesses very real ability and strength, too. 
Many a man who, married to an ordinary 
woman would achieve happiness, falls by 
the wayside when married to a woman who 
is artistically or creatively superior. He 
feels that his wife’s friends think she is the 
more important of the two and she usually 
is. He feels himself inadequate. He feels 
that every other man is a sort of a rival for 
her affections, even though they only find 
her entertaining or amusing because of the 
qualities that have made her a success. 

Remarried to a less talented woman who 
is able to appreciate or pretend appreciation, 
the downtrodden husband often comes to 
with a vengeance and, king in his own little 
realm, is a good husband and_ father. 
Though he was not quite big enough to 
make the grade as Mrs. Star’s husband, he 
is quite adequate as the dominant half of 
Mr. and Mrs. Blank. Sometimes, of course, 
artistic women attract weaklings, because 
of their very strength, and their husbands 
would be failures under any conditions. 


Don’t think for a minute that I am urging 
artistic women to stop creating. Nothing | 
could be farther from my own views. In 
fact, I am not urging anybody to do any- 
thing. I know, however, that unless an 
artistic woman is able to marry a man with 
strength and superior judgment and under- 
standing, she and her marriage and the | 
man will suffer. 

Nor do I think that women should not | 
earn money. I think that a woman should, 
if she is single, or if she is young and is 
willing to take a chance on wrecking her | 
marriage. Not that the marriage is sure) 
to be successful if she doesn’t, but it seems 
to me that there will be a better chance for 
success if only the man is employed. 


HE married woman who wants to be 

economically independent is the biggest 
fool in the world! There is no doubt about 
it. I say this with the full knowledge that 
some women I know well are most happily | 
married and earn money, too. I know an)| 
editor, several writers, an artist or two, but 
weighing them against the unhappily mar- 
ried independent women I know, I stick to 
my theories. 

To be sure, we independent women do 
like to feel that our souls are our own, 
we like to feel that we are not “beholden” 
to anyone for the bread we eat, that, in a 
way, we are justifying our existence. Fools 
that we are to have such grand thoughts! 

If we had any real wisdom, the wisdom 
of the cat, the wisdom of the little woman 
who stays at home, we would realize how 
much easier and simpler it would be if we | 
would find husbands to support us. Eco- | 
nomic independence for a married woman 
is perfect in theory. 
to me impossible, except under certain ex- | 
traordinary conditions. In general it is 
merely an amusing ideal. 


P JEALOUSY a sign of real love? Do you believe a lack of jealousy on the part 

of a husband could bring a wife to the point of death? That was the strange 

case I, as a physician was called upon to treat. 

Couldn't Be Jealous” in September SMart Ser will tell you what I did to save a 
life in this strange case. 


Fight Years in a Steel Jacket 


My story of “The Man Who 


[Continued from page 33] 


Well, those six boxes of stockings lay in 
the top drawer of my wardrobe trunk for 
a long time. I had written to the few 
friends I wanted to know my circumstances 
and told them about the stockings, but 
many of them were out of town and the 
rest were busy working and rehearsing. I 
began to think I'd have to return the stock- 
ings. I'd lie in that room of everlasting 
twilight and I’d almost pray God to send 
someone to buy a pair. I said to myself: 
“Do you suppose anyone will ever come?” 

They did come, though, and after a while 
a stranger or two would drift in. They’d 
heard about me. They wanted to help me. 
So they bought my stockings. One of the 
biggest thrills of my life was when I sent in 
a re-order to the Gotham people for more 
stockings. 

Then Christmas came along and I wanted 
to remember all those who had helped make 
life a bit more bearable, but I didn’t have 
any money for gifts or eveh pretty cards. 
So I sent my friend out for some blank 
cards and I wrote a different verse or greet- 
ing on each one. They didn’t look very 
Christmassy so I drew some holly leaves 
and berries up in one corner and colored 
them. I’m not an artist, of course, and I 
guess those cards were rather pathetic look- 
ing, but while I was doing them I got the 


idea of selling qnecting cards along with my 
magazine subscriptions and stockings. 

We got the names of some manufacturers 
but they told me I'd have to pay a deposit | 
of fifteen dollars on two hundred boxes of 
cards. They might as well have said fifteen 
hundred dollars. 

The more I thought about it the more 
certain I was that I could sell enough to) 
make it pay. 

So I sent for Father Leonard, the actors’ 
priest, who is my spiritual advisor, and 
asked him to lend me fifteen dollars for the 
deposit. “I'll pay it back with interest,” I 
told him. I have to laugh now when I! 
think of my high finance! 

But I was right. The cards did sell and 
I had to order a new supply. This time 
the manufacturers granted me credit, and | 
you may be sure I was always careful to 
keep that credit good. | 

Business grew steadily better. More and 
more people came to see me and nearly all 
came to buy, although I always waited un- 
til they asked to see my things. I was des- 
perate but I wasn’t going to force people 
to buy. I was too dependent on them for 
brightening the dark days with their chatter 
of the outside world. 

At the end of nine months I was moved 


to an apartment at 600 West 186th Street.i _ 
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In practice it seems | 


Skin Like Ivory! 
Now a New Kind of Facial 


Creme Brings Amazing New 
Results, or Your Money Back. 


Whitens Smoothes Banishes Reduces 
your skin outlines freckles pores 


Skin like ivory! No freckles . .. no 
blackheads . . . no more fine lines .. . 
cleared of every tiny imperfection and 
smoothed to flawless texture . . . soft, 
supple, creamy-white! Do you want such 
superb skin beauty? Then try one jar of 
new-type facial creme... . 


Gervase GrahamBeauty Secrt 


A Complete Skin Treatment 


Not a cold cream .. . not a bleach cream 

. »« not a skin food, you may expect Beauty 
Secret to surpass them all. In this one creme 
I have succeeded in ae a the best beauty 
helps ever known . . nd I have multiplied 
their benefits, Now expect “new things from your 
facial creme! 

Beauty Secret has the power to whiten the 
skin a new, safe way, and nothing is more 
wonderful than a milky white complexion. 

This is but one benefit. Freckles steadily fade 
out. Blackheads dissolve completely. Another 
amazing tendency of Beauty Secret is to re- 


| duce coarse pores to smoothest, finest texture. 


Beauty Secret not only cleanses the skin 

it stimulates, tones, firms. Tonic oils impart 
a supple elasticity that in the greatest degree 
smooths out fine lines and crowsfeet. Now, 
for the first time, a complete facial cream, 
Now results that you can realy see! 


POSITIVE GUARANTEE 


This six-fold creme costs very little more 
than the most ordinary cleansing cream, 
am introducing Beauty Secret in double size 
jars at only $1.50—not only an amazing creme 
but an exceptional value as well. Use it as 
you would any cream for one or two weeks. 


| Then, if not more than delighted, I will refund 


full price for the asking. Send no money. 
Simply mail coupon below, and when the pack- 
age arrives pay postman only $1.50. Mail 
coupon today to (Mrs.) GERVAISE GRAHAM, 
Dept. 8-S 25 W. Illinois St., Chicago, Illinois. 
(Canadian | Address: 61 College St., Toronto, Ont.) 
MAIL, NOW 


(Mrs.) GERVAISE GRAHAM, 

Dept. 8-S 25 W. Illinois St., Chicago. 
Send me, postage prepaid, a double size jar 

of your new Beauty Secret. On arrival, I will 

pay postman only $1.50. If not delighted I 

understand you guarantee to refund my money. 


Name 


e 
= = 
| 
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NE 
Removes This Ugly Mask 


There’s no longer the slightest need of 
feeling ashamed of your freckles, as Othine 
—double strength—is guaranteed to remove 
these homely spots. 


* Simply get an ounce of Othine from any | 


drug or department store and apply a little 
of it night and morning and you should see 
that even the worst freckles have begun to 
disappear, while the lighter ones have vanished 
entirely. It is seldom that more than an ounce 
is needed to completely clear the skin and gain 
a beautiful complexion. 


Be sure to ask for double strength Othine , 


as this is sold under guarantee of money back 
if it fails to remove your freckles. 


JUST send usa 
dollar and we'll 
send youtwopair 
| genuine felt 
S ippers for this remarkable bargain price. Guaran- 
first party & in every respect. Slippers are made of 
rt-wool felt, inlaid in moccasin style with contrast- 
@ color felt. Trimmed with fancy pompon and ribbon 
around the top. Padded flexible chrome leather sole and 
heel, These slippers usually sell for 75c to $1.00a pair. 
COLORS: Blue, Rose, Green, Red or Purple. 
Women’s and misses’ sizes, 244 to8. Wide widths. 


DELIVERY FREE erie 
you want, and 2 pair of slippers willl 


be shipped to you, 
all postage charges paid. Net over 4 pair toacustomer. 


WALTER FIELD CO., Dept. U 1899, CHICAGO, ILL. 


BEA RAILWAY TRAFFIC INSPECTOR 


It 6 
Standard instante, Buffalo, N. Y. 


RN UP TO*250 ntonth SALARY 


YouR SONG WORDS 


by composers whose songs 
have been sung by millions. 
Send your song poem today for free examination, 


Can be set to music 

criticism, and advice—We are copyright experts. 
ROBERTS’ MUSIC STUDIO 

114 West 44th Street, Suite 307A, New York City 


OITRE 


A LADY who tried everything in vain and 
at last discovered a safe and simple Home- 
Remedy will now mail full particulars 
“REE. Send address and mention this 
magazine. “ALICE MAY,” P. O. Box, 12, 
Pelissier Street, Windsor, Ontario. 


that I called the “Sunshine Apartment.” I 
was able to release my kind friend from 
her weary duties and engage an experienced 
nurse to take care of me. 

Every few months I’d add something more 
to my stock, perfumes, silks, powders and 
all the other dainty accessories that women 


| love, until the apartment was loaded with 


things. I had paid the original fifteen dol- 
lars back to Father Leonard, of course, and 
when the manufacturers saw that I was 
honest and ambitious they were only too 
ready to extend me credit. My goodness, 
but I felt important when those bills would 
come in every month and Id sign checks 
for them. And it was a long time before 
I got over being terribly excited whenever 
I sold a box of cards or a pair of hose. 

Well, that’s the story of my early strug- 
gles. Here’s the sequel to it: 

A year ago I moved to a beautiful apart- 
ment at 316 West 72 Street where I live 
now. And just a little way down the 
street is a cunning shop called the ‘Dorothea 
Antel Sunshine Shop”. My shop! And I 
have there several thousand dollars’ worth 
of stock and I employ a number of sales- 
people. Beside my bed is a switchboard 
that connects with the store and I direct the 
business from my room. The telephone com- 
pany had to lay a special cable for that 
wire, but it seems the whole world wants 
to do things for me when they see me 
trying to help myself. 

That’s how I got the shop. When my 
friends of the theater saw me struggling 
against such terrific odds and winning 
slowly but surely, they arranged a benefit 
for me and with the proceeds I was able 
to open the “Sunshine Shoppe”. They say 
theater folk are always loyal to their own, 
but I think friends the world over are loyal 
if you give them a chance and don’t scare 
them off with groans and complaints. 

I sleep till about ten o’clock in the morn- 
ing and then Miss Gallagher, my nurse, 
dresses me for the day’s work. If it’s a dark 
or rainy day I say: “Get out my brightest 
jacket and cap, Miss Gallagher, the yellow 
or the green one.” And if it’s cold or snowy 
I ask for the warm pink one. Somehow 


| bright colors make all my cares fall away. 


Then I’m all ready for my busy day. 

I usually have appointments all day until 
about five o’clock with the different manu- 
facturers and salesmen who bring their wares 
right to my bedside. And often in the 


— | evenings the French importers come and 


' little charity. 


bring their sample trunks to my room and 
I buy for my friends and for my shop. 

Oh, I have my business worries, too. 
Sometimes people are careless or forgetful 
and they don’t pay their bills on time or 
maybe not at all and I hate to dun folks 
for money, but sometimes I have to. I 
guess it’s all part of the game! 


HERE now, that’s the story of what 

happened when I refused to give in to 
black despair. It’s been a hard and bitter 
struggle and I’m not through yet. Lots of 
people ask me why I don’t take it easy and 
accept some of the offers of help that are 
proffered me. Not I! I wouldn't dream of 
taking charity unless my business went to 
smash or I got too ill to run it and there 
wasn’t any other way. I don’t mean to be- 
It is a very beautiful and 
noble thing, but I just don’t happen to 
feel entitled to it. 

I don’t want you or anybody to feel 
that I’m bragging and holding myself up 
as a shining light for all the world to follow. 
I've had help, lots of it. If I hadn’t I 
couldn't have built up my little business, and 
I'm not entirely self-supporting even yet. Mr. 
E. F. Albee, the president of the Keith-Albee 
vaudeville circuit has given me this wonder- 
ful apartment that I live in, but ' hope be- 
fore long to be able to pay my way all the 
When word reached me of his gener- 
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way. 


osity I was dumbfounded. Why, out of all 
the stage people who have met with misfor- 
tune, had he singled me out to help? The 
only explanation I can offer is that I did 
not appeal to him for aid as so many do 
but tried to get along by myself. 

And I find that I am continually helping 
other people, too. Why I have hundreds of 
people who come in here and tell me their 
troubles because they know that I know the 
meaning of sorrow. A young man came 
to see me not long ago and confessed to 
something that would have made all kinds 
of trouble for him if it were known. I do 
not think he would have told his own 
mother, and yet I was practically a stranger 
to him. I didn’t preach to him but I did 
try to help him just as I do everyone who 
comes to me in trouble. 


ND the other day I had an amusing 

and somewhat uncomfortable  expe- 
rience. A man came to the door and 
presented a note saying that he had read m\ 
little weekly column in the Billboard, a 
theatrical magazine, and wanted to see me. 
The note went on to say that he was deaf 
and dumb, “and I have epileptic fits about 
every hour.” 

Miss Gallagher was doubtful about admit 
ting him, but the poor man had come a long 
way. When he had seated himself at my bed 
side he could neither talk or hear anything | 
said to him and I kept wondering how much 
time had elapsed since his last fit. I can’t 
say it was a mutually agreeable visit, but hi: 
went away apparently satisfied, and thank 
goodness he didn’t throw a fit before me. 

I ask nearly al! my visitors to write in 
my guest book and I found the other day 
that I had filled five books. Sometimes on 
rainy days I don’t have many appointments 
and then I get my guest books out and | 
read all the beautiful things people have 
written to me and I remember where they 
sat and how they looked and what we talked 
about. It’s practically impossible for me 
to get lonely. 

And I don’t get tired of my surroundings. 
either, because I’m forever making and 
changing the lamp shades and curtains. Som: 
of my curtains are made from my old stag 
costumes and they help keep alive the beau- 
tiful memories. I guess if I lived in an at- 
tic I'd have a few geegaws about even iif 
they were made of tissue paper. As a mat- 
ter of fact, some of the things in my room 
right now are made of tissue paper. I cut 
flowers out of paper napkins and the bor- 
ders of crepe paper tablecloths and Miss 
Gallagher pins them around the edge of the 
curtains and on the lampshades. 

And sometimes it’s really quite gay in my 
room. My friends of the theater have 
never forgotten me. They come up here 
and bring motion pictures to show me. We 
stretch a curtain in front of my bed and 
have a movie show all our own. Sometimes 
I even see the pictures before the public 
does. I have a piano, too, and when my 
friends come they play and sing. I'd love 
to have them dance, too, but I couldn't stand 
the vibration. 

You see, the sciatic nerve on my left side 
that runs the entire length of the body was 
injured by the fall and they’ve never been 
able to find out where the trouble is, so I 
feel every little thing. When the sheets 
on my bed are changed Miss Gallagher has 
to give me an anaesthetic, the pain is so 
terrible. And I have to warn people not 
to touch my bed when they come into the 
room. I’m partfcularly nervous when a man 
comes to call. Men are such dear things, 
but they can’t ever understand why I’m 
not tickled to death to have them rush 
up and give me a grand old handshake. 
I guess one of those handshakes would just 
about finish me. 

A few months ago they were blasting 
across the street and I can’t begin to tell 
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But 
even the foreman of the gang was my friend. 
He’d come out in the middle of the street 
and give me a special signal with his red 
flag so I'd be prepared for the shock. But 


you how I suffered from the vibrations. 


a strange thing happened once. I gripped 
the bed so tight that when the shock came 
that in some way I fractured my wrist, and 
now I have it all done up in a clumsy ban- 
dage. I’m glad it wasn’t my right wrist 
because then I couldn’t write or sew. 

I just wish every one of you who reads 
this article could see my little apartment. 
It’s so beautiful, and nights when the pain 
is so bad I can’t sleep or even read, I look 
around and I can see all the little bits of 
furniture that I love. And in the daytime 
all I have to do is turn my eyes out the 
window and I can see life scurrying up and 
down the street. And I can see the boats 
steaming up and down the Hudson River. 
Some of them have to go against the cur- 
rent, too. So why not I? Anybody can 
float along with the tide and take the 
easiest way, and if I wanted to I could just 
sit here in my bed for the rest of my life 
and let other people worry and take care 
of me. I just don’t happen to want to. 

Neither do I want to commercialize my 
affliction. I conduct my business on a purely 
business basis. That’s another reason why 
I have a shop separate from my room. 
People can go in there whether they know 
me or not and buy just as they would in 
any other store. I want my business to 
pay only because I give good value and 
have good merchandise. Sometimes busi- 
ness is good, sometimes not, but I don’t 
ever get gloomy about it. 


AYBE you think I’m brave and maybe 

you think I’ve just been lucky in my 
business affairs and in having good friends. I 
imagine there’s a lot of truth in all that. But 
to my mind I share the honors for bravery 
with another person—the man who loves me 
and is still waiting. I do really believe that 
he has suffered through all this more than I, 
for mental suffering after all is the keenest. 
He has consulted with all the doctors who 
have been to see me. When an operation 
seemed advisable, it was he who had to 
break the news to me. For eight long years 
he has stood by me in my fight for life and 
independence; usually it is only in books 
that you read of such true love. 

Last Christmas eve I put on my engage- 
ment ring for the first time since I tried 
to release him, and I called him into the 
room and held out my hand for him to see. 
He just looked at it for several minutes and 
then he bent down and kissed my hand and 
when he raised his head there were tears 
in his eyes. And there were tears on my 
hand. When he left I said to myself, “I'll 
never wear it again unless I get well.” 

I’ve used up nearly all the linen I had 
in my hope chest; the bedroom set I em- 
broidered before I was injured adorns my 
dresser, chiffonier and bed and it’s beginning 
to show signs of wear, but there’s never a 
minute I’m not hoping that some day T'll 
walk again. Hope! I guess that’s the thing 
that keeps us all going, but if you could see 
me you’d shake your head and look sad 
and say: “Poor thing, it’s so hopeless.” But 
don’t you see I’ve got to be that way? 

I'll tell you, one becomes a_ philosopher 
after eight years in bed. A lot of things 
that were hard to understand before become 
simple. You begin to wonder how material 


things ever seemed important. You hear 
that people somewhere are squabbling over 
money and that other people are almost kill- 
ing themselves to get it. You know, of 
course, that you must have enough to live, 
but anything more than that doesn’t seem 
important somehow. 

You realize how absurd worry is, too, 
and fretting about things you haven't got 
and can’t have, and you come to know that 
your religion, your faith, your philosophy, 
whatever it is, is the thing that gives you 
your grip on yourself and life. 


ATHER Leonard comes to me once a 

week and we have a very beautiful i 
simple service in my little room, so you see 
I live on a very spiritual plane. And | 
through my faith I’ve come to believe that 
maybe there’s a reason for all my suffering. 
Maybe the doctors will learn something | 
from me that will help other sick people. 
Maybe I do more good sitting here in bed 
and having people go away appreciating the 
things they have than I would by making 
them laugh or cry from behind the footlights. 

And maybe it makes them a little bit 
kinder toward the whole world. It’s made 
me that way, I know. I used to have likes 
and dislikes and say unpleasant things about 
other people just as everybody does. But 
now I'm just filled with a great love and deep 
understanding of humanity, and I really be- 
lieve that life means just loving and being 
loved. I try to do all the good and kind 
things I can, the things I was always wanting 
to do when I was well. But I can say this 
much, that if I had my life to live all over 
again I wouldn't live it one bit differently. 
I don’t believe that I ever did anything I 
was ashamed of and I don’t believe I ever 
intentionally hurt anyone. 

And I’ve got my blessings, too. I’ve got 
Miss Gallagher, the best nurse that ever 
lived. I’ve got my four canary birds who 
give me music all day long. I’ve got the 
most wonderful friends in the world. I've 
got my two hands and my youth and my 
memories of the places I’ve been. I traveled 
all over Europe before my accident. And 
I’ve got love; a love that has withstood every 
test to which earthly love could be put. 

And so I say again, “I love life.” Only 
since my illness have I gotten really close 
to it and known its strength and weak- 
ness, its beauty and its horror; its hope and 
its terror; its meaning and its futility. My 
little room is throbbing with memories of 
the hundreds of people who have been to 
see me and left some little part of themselves 
behind. I have learned about life, yes, and 
love, too, from those people. 

Please don't think I’m one of those bother- 
some Pollyana people who are naturally opti- 
mistic and have marvelous dispositions. I’m 
not. It took me quite a while to evolve my 
philosophy. I hate to preach, but I really 
believe sorrow and suffering bring out the 
best there is in a person. And if any of 
you who have just read my little story are 
sick or crippled or discouraged or lonely, 
please read it again and see if you can’t find 
something in my experience to help you 
bear your own suffering. Try to help your- 
self and you'll find the whole world ready 
to lend a hand. Smile through the pain and 
don’t talk about it and you'll have all the 
friends you want. If you really want to, 
perhaps there isn’t one of you who couldn’t 
do what I’ve done and perhaps more. But, 
oh, how you've got to want to! 


ERE you ever torn between two loves? Well, then you know how I felt 


when the two handsome polo players fascinated me. 


Honestly, I didn't 


know which one I loved. It took a wild thrilling moment to open my eyes and show 


me the truth. 


Maybe that’s why they called me the Polo Pirate. 


Anyway 


you'll know all about it when you read my story, “Love Rides to Conquer,” in 
Smart Ser for September. 
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; two cents for a = age stamp may re- 


#1 140 to *°3300 


A YEAR 
PICK YOUR JOB 


Railway Postal Clerks 
City Mail Carriers—Clerks 
Government Clerks 


These are steady positions. Strikes, poor business or 
ditions, lockouts or politics will not affect them. U. 
Government employees get their pay for twelve full months 
every year. There is no such thing as ‘“‘HARD TIMES 
in the U. S. Government Service. 


$1,900 TO 2,700 A YEAR 


Railway Postal Clerks get $1,900 the first year regu- 
lar, being paid on the first and fifteenth of each month, 
$79.16 each pay day. Their pay is increased rapidly. The 


maximum is $2,700 a year. 12.50 each pay day. 


PAID VACATION 

Railway Post- 
al Clerks, like 
all Government 
employees, are 
given a 
vacation of 


On runs, 
they usually 
work 3 days and 
have 3 days off 
duty or in the 
same proportion. 
During this o 
duty vaca- 
tion, their pay 
continues just as 
though they were 
working. They 
travel on a pass 
when on business 
When away from home they get 
When they grow old, they are 


and see the country. 

extra allowance for hotel. 

retired with a pension, 
CITY MAIL CARRIERS 
POSTOFFICE CLERKS 


Clerks and Carriers now get $1,700 the first year regu- 
lar and automatically increase $100 a year to $2,100 and 
$2,300. hey have 15 days’ paid vacation. Examinations 
are frequently held in the larger cities—City residence 
is unnecessary. 


GOVERNMENT CLERKS 


(Open to men and women {8 or over) 

Salary $1,140 to $1,860 a year. Pleasant clerical 
work in the various governmental departments at Wash- 
ington, D. C., and in Customs, Internal Revenue and 
other offices in large cities. 


IS YOUR JOB STEADY? 


Compare these conditions with your condition, perhaps 
positions frequently, no chance in sight for 
PERMANENT employment; frequently 
out of a poses and low year’s average 
ary IU EARN $1,900 poe 
YEAR? HAVE YOU ANY ASSUR- 
ANCE THAT A FEW YEARS FROM 
YOU WILL GET $2,700 A 


YOU CAN GET THEM 


These positions are not hard to get. 
Country reside nts and city residents stand 
equal chance. 
and political influence is not pe rmitted. 

GET FREE LIST OF 
POSITIONS 

Fill out the following coupon, Tear 
it off and —, today—now, at once. , 

DO IT NOW—This investment of 


sult in you getting a Government Job. 


FRANKLIN INSTITUTE. 
Dept. L 308, ROCHESTER, N. Y. 

Rush to me free of charge (1) a full description of the 
position checked; (2) Copy of illustrated 32-page book, 
‘How to Get a U. S. Government Job’; (3) List of the 
U. S. Government Jobs now obtainable; (4) Tell me 
how I can get the position I have checked. 
© Railway Postal Clerk.................. ($1900-$2700) 
Postoffice Clerk ($1700-$2300) 


Government Clerk . 
Income Tax Auditor. 
Prohibition Agent 


Use This Coupon Before You Mis: ay “ 


| On 
Uncle 
Sam's 
WAN 
hy working lays 
~ 
| 
\ } - 
| 
($2040-$3000) 
($1800-$3000) 
|__| 


READ THIS FREE OFFER! 


Worry no more over your “‘terrible’’ skin and 
complexion! Forget your failures with lotions, 
clays, creams, powders, massage, steaming pots 
and “coverups.”” Throw away your rubber 
masks, plasters, and beauty makeshifts. Be- 
cause-—here's where you get a new, true skin! 
-Your blackheads, pimples, large pores, freckles, 
tan, sallow complexion, surface wrinkles, blem- 
ishes, and signs of approaching age, go, defi- 
nitely—‘‘because they're OFF!" 

Most astonishing discovery in the history of 
beauty culture. All explained in an amazing 
free book called “Beautiful New Skin in 3 days.” 
Learn how to do what eminent doctors have 
charged enormous prices for. Make your own 
skin and complexion the envy of all who behold 
it Send your name and address only—no 
money! 


MAKE YOUR FACE YOUR FORTUNE! 

Hundreds of men and women are now doing 
it themselves—in the quiet of their own homes 

without the knowledge of their most intimate 
friends. They come out with a new, soft vel- 
vety, clear, spotless, youth-like skin on face, 
neck, arms, hands or any part of the body where 
a new skin is desired. The method is absolutely 
harmless and easy. It's astonishing—almost 
beyond belief. Send now—the book is abso- 
lutely free to readers of this magazine. Address, 
\Marvo, Book Dept., 26-Z, No. 1700 Broadway, 
New York, N. Y. 


lay this ~ ~ 
UKULELE! 


Beautiful professional in- 
strument, very finely made, 

Not a toy. Worth $6.00. 
FREE: Instant Lesson 
and Song Book sent with 


ukulele. Pay pos 
$2 plus pu: Dostage. 


very 
simplest 
instrument 
in the world 
to play. No 
sons are necessmy @ 


Dance--Make Merry 
Beco: yme the most pop- 
ular one in your crowd, 

SINCERE STUDIOS ~ 

24 East 21st St. 
Dept. 356 New York 


LATE ST STYLE WRIST WATCH 


_Switzerland 
| | 


Fu EWELED 
or White Gold Finish 


This fully amma ed dainty Ladies’ ch cannot be manufactured 
in America for less than $12 2.00. Heautifully “engraved d and dial, 
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NO JOKE TO BE DEAF 


Every Deaf Person Knows That 


one sees t eme 

tell you « true story, 

got deaf and how] make Medicated Ear Drum 

you hear. Address 

Ear DrumCo. (Inc.) 
man Bidg., 2539 Weedward, Detroit, Mich. 


Romance for Two 


I hadn’t really thought much about him 
}until now. Of course he was good looking 
|and I liked the way he dressed and he had 
perfectly lovely teeth and a winning smile, 
| but I wasn’t so curious about him. I guess 
|I was too excited to get serious about any- 
thing. 

He was waiting for me out on the ve- 
| tanda and when I first saw him I started a 
little; he looked as handsome as a movie 
|actor. He had changed his clothes too and 
wore a light gray suit with stunning sport 
shoes. His hair shone like bronze in the 
sunlight. When he saw me he started to 
walk toward me and I felt very proud. 
There were a lot of people sitting about and 
I knew they were watching us. For a 
minute I got an awful thrill out of pre- 
tending to myself that he was my husband 
and we were on our honeymoon. 


UT when he held out his hand and said 
quite formally: ‘‘Good afternoon, Miss 
Miller,” I got awfully fussed and led the 
way te the end of the veranda where there 
| were only a few people. 

For a while we stood and admired the 
view which is really marvelous. The hotel 
is very high and looks down on the lake. 
There are broad winding marble steps lead- 
ing down to it and at night these steps are 
lighted by pale blueish-white lights, like 
moonlight. Everybody who goes to Lake 
George stops at the Grand View if they 
can afford it. 

“How long are you going to be here, Mr. 

.’ I blushed as I realized I did not even 
know his name. 

“Wouldn’t we start a scandal, though, if 
these people knew we hadn’t been properly 
introduced,” he said. “My name is Bron- 
son, Everett Bronson, of New York.” 
| “Why, I’m from New York, too,” I 
blurted out and could have bitten my tongue 
off the next minute. The last thing the 
operator who was ysunning the board while 
I was away had said to me was: 

“Be beautiful but dumb, Betty. Don’t 
tell any of your business unless you have to. 
The less they know the better off you are.” 

“Well, that sort of gives us a right to be 
friends,” Mr. Bronson said, and I could 
have hugged him for not prying into my 
afiairs like most strangers would have done. 

We went into the dining room then and 
when the waiter had taken our order we 
sat back and looked about the room. It 
was really more wonderful than I had any 
idea it would be. I had never seen such 
beautiful women or such beautiful clothes. 
It made you forget that just a few miles 
away were ugly cities and dusty streets and 
slums and miserable people. But when I 
saw a little girl about ten who looked like 
my little sister, Marjorie, a big lump came 
up in my throat. How could I have been 
so selfish as to come to a beautiful cool 
place like the Grand View when Marjorie 
had only a public playground to play in! 

You look unhappy, Miss Miller.” Everett 
Bronson leaned forward and he looked quite 
distressed. 
| “I guess I’m just a little homesick,” I said. 
. was thinking about my little sister.” 
| “Ts she ill?” 

“Oh, no,” I replied. “I was just wishing 
she was here. You know, Mr. Bronson, 
I've never been to Lake George before. I 
had no idea it was so beautiful.”.. I wanted 
desperately to change the subject. " 

He seemed to read my thoughts. 

| “But you haven't really seen it yet. Wait 
till you’ve hiked a mile or so up the lake. 
| There’s a narrow path that runs close to 
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the water all the way around. In some 
parts you’d think you were hundreds of 
miles from civilization. I wonder if youd 
like to go this afternoon? Or are you too 
tired ?” 

“I'd love to,” I said. “I want to do 
everything there is to do while I’m here 
because it may be a long time before | 
come back. And anyway,” I smiled, “I'm 
not a bit tired. That’s one nice thing abour 
being young.” 

“That’s just the way I feel about it and 
I'll make a confession to you. I’ve never 
been here before, either!” 

“But you seem to know all about the 
country,” I said. 

“I went for a long walk along the lake 
this morning. You see, I may not get back 
for a long time, either. Maybe never.” He 
wasn’t smiling when he said that and | 
wondered if he was unhappy about some- 
thing. And then I laughed. 

“What funny people we are,” I said. “You 
just asked me a minute ago if I was un- 
happy and I was just going to ask you 
the same thing! What’s the matter with 
us, anyway ?” 

“We haven't put the city far enough be- 
hind yet, I guess,” he said. “But how soon 
after lunch do you want to start?” 

“An hour? And dare I wear knickers?” 
I looked apprehensively about. There 
wasn't a knicker in sight. 

“They seem to be taboo in the dining 
room,” he said, “but I met some girls thi: 
morning with them on. Do please wear 
them. They sort of make it easy to lk 
friendly, if you know what I mean, and w: 
haven’t such an awfully long time to get 
acquainted in. I’m only going to be here 
two weeks.” 

“Me, too,” I said glumly. 
leave.” Wouldn't I though! 

“Why leave then?” he asked. 

“Oh I have to,” I said. “I have ver 
important things to do, things that can't 
wait. But why must you go?” 

“Oh, business,” he said. “You know how 
it is. If you stay away from the office too 
long the whole place goes to pot. At least, 
my people take advantage of my absence.” 


BUSINESS man. With a big office 

force! He must be successful, too, to 
come to a place like the Grand View. He 
probably had his own tailor, and had all his 
clothes made to order. I admired again his 
fine broad shoulders and the splendid fit oi 
his gray flannel suit. I liked his hands, too! 
And his nails were carefully manicured. You 
knew the minute you looked at them that 
they were the hands of a gentleman. | 
liked his voice. It was jolly and friendly 
and sometimes almost musical. I wondered 
if he sang. 

Before we finished lunch I had found a 
great many other charming qualities in Mr 
Everett Bronson and I decided that he was 
about the nicest young man I had ever met. 
A couple of times the future rose up as a 
warning, but I closed my eyes very tight 
and pushed it away hard. I would not 
think about it. I was going to live only 
from “day to day in the present. 

I was ready and waiting in my knickers 


“T'll hate to 


when Mr. Bronson came out. He had on 
knickers, too. White linen ones, and a 
white shirt open at the throat. He seemed 


so awfully tall as we went down the steps 
to the lake, that he made me feel like a 
little girl, Or maybe it was the knickers. 
I'd never worn them before and I had to 
keep a tight hold on myself so as not to 
act childish and spoil everything. I wanted 
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to skip and run and dance and sing and 
be as young as I felt. But all the other 
girls around the hotel looked so sophisti- 
cated and languid and bored that I thought 
Mr. Bronson wouldn’t like it if I was any 
different. 

As we were passing the boat landing I 
got a sudden idea. 


“LE get a canoe and paddle a way up 
the lake?” I suggested. “We can get 
out then and walk. I adore canoeing!” I 
did, even if I hadn’t ever been in one. Home 
in my room I had a picture of a man and 
a girl in a canoe; I had cut it out of a 
magazine. It was an old Gibson picture but 
it was awfully romantic and I can’t tell 
you how often I had imagined myself the 
girl in the canoe. 

“Sure,” said Mr. Bronson. “It’s a beau- 
tiful day and the lake looks like glass. It’s 
fun, too, when it’s rough, but it’s dangerous 
then.” 

“Dangerous ?” 

“Storms come up in just a few minutes 
on this lake,” he said. ‘“Didn’t you see the 
notice up in the hotel telling guests not to 
go far from shore?” 

I hadn’t, and for a minute I thought 
maybe we'd better not venture out. But 
Mr. Bronson was already talking with the 
boatman and the lake did look like glass. 

I tried to act as if a canoe ride was noth- 
ing new to me, but I guess I looked a 
little scared when I felt it tipping and 
wabbling underneath me. You can bet I 
didn’t waste any time sitting down. But 
for all my scariness, I didn’t forget to sit 
the way the girl in the picture sat, with my 
back to the bow, facing the paddler. The 
boatman gave us a shove off and Mr. Bron- 
son began to paddle. I was surprised to 
see how fast we went and how easy it 
seemed for him. 

When I found that we weren’t liable to 
tip over if I moved, I dropped my hand 
over the side and let my fingers trail in 
the water. We talked and laughed and 
admired the beautiful scenery and I guess 
I was pretty near heaven. 

“Here’s a good place to pull in,” he said 
suddenly. ‘That nice sandy beach ahead, 
like a little cove.’ He swung the canoe 
around and a moment later I heard the 
pebbles scraping the bottom. 

He jumped out of the boat then and 
pulled it up on the dry beach and tied the 
rope about a stone. “I got caught once by 
the tide,” he said. “It carried my boat out 
and I had to tramp five miles through the 
woods. Never again.” 

I didn’t think that was so terrible. In 
fact I thought it would be rather a lark, 
but I didn’t say so. 

We found the little path he had told me 
about and started to hike further up the 
lake. In some places the beech trees inter- 
laced so tightly Mr. Bronson had to go 
ahead of me and break off the branches, 
but it was all so beautiful I didn’t car. 

We came to another little sandy cove like 
the one where we had left the canoe. “Let’s 
sit down here for a minute,” I said. “It’s 
so cool and peaceful and pretty.” 


E SWEPT away some driftwood and I 
sank down on the clean white sand. 
“You know what I’d like to do?” I said. 
“T’d like to take off my shoes and stockings 
and go in wading, as I did when I was a 
little girl.” 
“Do it. I have a big handkerchief you 
can dry your feet on when you're through.” 
“Oh, I wouldn’t think of it!” I protested. 
“T just said I’d like to.” 
“T wonder if I’ll ever meet a girl who’s 
different, who does things she wants to 


whether they’re proper or other people 
would do them or not?” he said. 


” 


“I’m different ! 


“You wanted to go in wading but you 
didn’t dare,” he challenged. 

“If I do it will you believe I’m different ?” 

“If you do it,” he said. 

I dropped quickly to the sand and in 
just a minute I had my shoes and stockings 
off. Then I ran down to the water. “Now, 
am I different?” I laughed up at him. 

“You win,” he said, coming down to the 
edge of the water. 

“You ought to come in,” I called back. 

“But I’m not different,” he said, “so how 
can I? Men just don’t do those things and 
I’m only a man among men.” 

He sounded almost unhappy when he said 
that and I looked up quickly and saw that 
there wasn’t even a smile around the corners 
of his eyes. It spoiled all my fun, so I 
came out of the water. 

“Where’s the handkerchief?” I said. “Or 
must I wave one foot around in the air 
until it gets dry?” 


E PULLED the handkerchief out of his 

pocket. “We'll stand close to the 
water,” he said, “and you can wash and dry 
one foot at a time. I'll keep you from 
falling in.” 

He put one arm about my waist and 
braced me while I did as he said. When 
both feet were dry he picked me up before 
I knew what he was doing and carried me 
to a rock. Before he put me down he looked 
hard at me and his face was only a few 
inches away. “Did anybody ever tell you 
you’re an awfully pretty kid?” he asked. 

“Did anybody ever tell you you're an 
awfully fresh young man?” I replied, but I 
smiled when I said it and he knew I didn’t 
mean it. 

He set me down then and got my shoes 
and stockings from the beach and helped 
me put them on. When I was ready I held 
out both hands. “You'll have to pull hard,” 
I said. 

“Watch out, then,” he laughed. He 
braced himself and pulled me so hard that 
I almost flew through the air. If he hadn’t 
been so strong I guess we’d both have gone 
toppling back on the sand, but he held me 
tightly and both his hands gripped my arms. 
“You’re a dear girl,” he said. “I’ve never 
met anybody just like you.” 

I should think he hadn’t. No other girl 
in all the world would have been fool 
enough to do what I was doing. Suppose 
he asked me all about myself? My family? 
Where I lived? Who my friends were? 
How far could I carry the thing? And 
what would he think of me when he found 
out I was only a little telephone operator 
spending her last cent on a vacation she 
wasn't really entitled to? 

“You ought to be glad,” I murmured and 
turned my face away. I suppose if I’d 
drawn up haughtily he would have apolo- | 
gized humbly and treated me with great 
respect forever after. But I just didn’t feel 
that way. Who was I to be proud and 
standoffish? Besides, I liked him a lot. I 
didn’t want him to be cold and formal with 
me. Hadn’t he said we must get to know 
each other as well as we could in the short 
time we had ? 

I didn’t even protest when his arms went 
about me and I felt him draw me gently 
to him. But I kept my eyelids down when 
he pulled my face around and bent down 
and kissed me just the way John Gilbert 


| Super-Six Coach without pay anything. 


kisses all the heroines in the movies. I re- | 


membered the boys I'd played with and how 
I'd hated their clumsiness. But I let Everett 
Bronson kiss me and I'm glad I did. 

“Forgive me,” he said softly after a few 
minutes. “I couldn’t help it. You are so 
adorable.” 

“There’s nothing to forgive when I wanted 
you to do that, is there?” I asked. 

“You did?” he cried eagerly. 

“I suppose I shouldn’t say a thing like 
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that,” I answered, “but I said it just the 
same.” 

He almost shouted for joy then and before 
I knew what on earth he was doing he had 
whisked me off my feet again and was 
carrying me down the narrow path in his 
arms. 

“I’m too heavy,” I protested. 

“Let’s play I’m Samson and see what 
happens,” he said. 

I saw he wasn’t going to set me down so 
I put my arms about his neck to keep from 
being such a dead weight. 

When he had carried me for about half 
a mile I insisted that he put me down. 

“I won’t have it, Everett,” I told him. 
“I’m too heavy and you're not really Sam- 
son!” Oh yes, I called him Everett by now 
and he called me Betty. Isn’t it funny 
what a difference a kiss makes? 

He wouldn’t let me walk ahead of him 
then, but put one arm about me and I rested 
my head against his shoulder. We took a 
terribly long time getting back to the canoe. 

On the way back I sat up in the bow 
and he gave me a paddle and told me how 


to push it through the water. He didn’t 
seem to think it was funny I’d_ never 
paddled before. We got back to the Grand 


View boat landing in plenty of time to rest 
and dress for dinner. 

“Good-by, dear,” Everett whispered in the 
hall as we parted to go to our rooms. “I'll 
see you downstairs at six. And think of me?” 

“Will you think of me, too?” 

“Can I help it?” He smiled and I gave 
him a swift kiss that missed his mouth and 
landed on his neck. 

In my own room I jumped clean into the 


| middle of my bed and grabbed a pillow and 


squealed into it. I know that I had never 
been so happy in my life. When that joy- 
ous outburst was over I got out of my 
| knickers and was just taking off my blouse 
when I remembered the white pebble 
Everett had given me. My heart almost 
stopped when I felt for it and couldn’t find 


| it, and then I remembered I had tied it up 


in a corner of my handkerchief for safe 
keeping. I looked at it lovingly for quite a 
few minutes before I put it down on the 
dresser and I wondered if Everett would 
cherish the pink shell I had given him. 


I TRIED to take a nap but it was no use. 
My head kept whirling around and around 


| and if I lived over that moment when he 


first kissed me once, I lived over it a hun- 
dred times. I didn’t stop to ask myself 
where it was all leading, and what I should 
do when the two weeks was up and I was 
again at work. 

“T love him, I love him, I love him,” my 
heart sang. There wasn’t room for another 
thought—that is, not until it was time to 
dress for dinner and then I did a lot of 
thinking about what I should wear. I had 
three evening dresses, simple little chiffon 
affairs that would probably have looked 
terrible on anybody else, but I was always 
able to look well in cheap things. I finally 
decided on a pink shaded chiffon with an 
orchid fastened on one shoulder. I had 
pink satin slippers, too. 

I fussed and fussed with my hair to get 
it just right. 

“Like gold,” I thought, “he'll like that.” 
When I was ready at last I took a final look 
at myself in the glass and I knew that 
Everett would not be ashamed of me. 

He was standing up beside the desk smok- 
ing when I came down and he looked so 
and so handsome it hurt me for a 
minute. How was I ever going to be able 
to give him up? 

We danced, too, and I want to tell you 
that I’ve never danced with such a wonder- 
ful dancer as Everett Bronson. He holds 


you just right and he takes just the right 
length steps and when you waltz with him, 
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well, you could just die, that’s all. Believe 
me, there was many a time in that two 
weeks that I wished I could die! 

A big moon came up that night just like 
he had said, and when we got tired oi 
dancing he drew two chairs close together 
on the veranda and we sat there and looked 
at the beautiful silvery path the moon made 
on the water. I wished I could take Everett 
by the hand and just follow that silver 
path wherever it might lead and never, 
never come back to real life again. I told 
him all those things and he leaned close to 
me and whispered: 

“T love you for that, Betty; no other girl 
in all the world has thoughts like those.” 


E WERE the last ones to go in that 

night. 1 suppose people thought we 
were awfully silly and maybe they thought I 
wasn’t behaving very nicely, but I didn't 
care what they thought, as long as Everett 
didn’t think wrong things about me. 

When we rose to go in he looked cau- 
tiously about and then pulled me close to 
him and kissed me good night. I think the 
little moonbeams crept into that kiss because 
it was so sweet. 

Days followed of the most exquisite hap- 
piness I had ever known. We went swim- 
ming or paddled far up the lake in our 
bathing suits, or took our supper out into 
the woods and Everett cooked bacon and 
eggs and coffee. There were nights, moon- 
lit ones, when we danced or sat by the lake 
and told each other again and again that 
love was the only thing in the world that 
mattered. Nights, when I sat by my win- 
dow until dawn streaked the sky, too thrilled 
to sleep, too miserable to cry, too happy to 
live. I had everything. I had nothing. 

Two days before the end of our vacation, 
Everett suggested that we paddle across the 
narrow end of the lake to a hotel on the 
other side where they were having a tennis 
match. A lot of the people from the hotel 
were going, but they were going in auto- 
mobiles. We didn’t have one. Everett said 
he hadn’t driven up because it was too far. 

“It’s a fine clear, calm day,” he said, “‘and 
if a storm comes up while we're there some- 
body will surely give us a lift back.” 

“Are you sure it’s safe, Everett?” I asked 
anxiously. “Don’t forget the warning sign 
by the desk.” 

“That’s really for people who don’t know 
how to swim and get reckless and want to 
show off,” he said. ‘They’re the only ones 
who'd think of paddling clear out into the 
middle. Anyway, we'll keep near shore 
most of the way. It’s only three miles 
across down at that end.” 

He seemed so sure that it was all right 
that I consented. I had on a pretty white 
linen dress and as I sat down in the canoe 
I arranged it carefully so it wouldn’t get 
wrinkled. I knew that Everett admired a 
well-dressed girl and I didn’t want to look 
messy at the tennis match where there would 
be so many better dressed. 

We had paddled about a mile from the 
boat landing when I turned back to Everett 
and said, “Wasn't I silly to be worried? 
It’s like a mill pond. You ought to see 
how the bow cuts the water up here, just 
like a knife.” 

He didn’t answer and I turned around 
again. I saw him staring at the sky. Just 
then the sun went behind a cloud and a 
noticeable chill came into the air. 

“What is it, Everett ?” I cried. 
you looking at?” 

He turned quickly and smiled but I didn’t 
miss the worried look in his eyes. “Oh, I 
was just wondering if this would be good 
fishing ground.” 

“Don’t fib to me, Everett,” I said. 
“You're not thinking anything about fishing. 
I'll bet you’re worried about those clouds.” 

He looked up at the sky again and then 
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off to the right where we could just make 
cut the mainland. 

“Everett!” I cried. “Is there any danger? 
Is that a storm coming up?” 

Even as I spoke little choppy waves be- 
gan to dance along the surface of the water 
and a stiff breeze swung the canoe almost 


about. 
“Ves!” he said. “We'd better paddle for 
land, hard!” I felt the boat skim over 


the water from the force of his strokes. 
Land was getting nearer all the time and I 
paddled so hard that my arms and shoulders 
ached and I wanted to cry out in pain. 
But the choppy waves were getting bigger 
and the dark clouds at our back cast their 
menacing shadows across the water. -It 
wasn’t deep blue now, but an angry grey, 
capped with little spurts of writhing foam. 
Big drops of water began to fall. They 
were coming from behind but soon my hair 
was drenched and the water streamed down 
my face and almost blinded me. 

“Harder! Faster!” I heard Everett 
shout from the rear. “The storm’s going to 
break loose in a minute.” Just then a vivid 
flash of lightning streaked across the sky. 
There was a clap of thunder that sounded 
like a revolver shot. I could just make out 
the shore through the blinding rain, but I 
heard a big tree go crashing down and I got 
so terrified I screamed and put my hands 
to my ears and shut my eyes and dropped 
the paddle! 


HE boat still shot forward under the 
drive of Everett’s strong arms. 
Suddenly a huge wave lifted us high in 
the air. I opened my eyes at that and 
turned frantically to Everett. His face was 
drawn and tense and he was making mad 
motions with the paddle to keep the boat 
headed for shore. 
Everett was strong, but the waves were 


stronger and we were suddenly twisted 
around sideways. I saw one more huge 
angry wave rolling toward us. It seemed 


to leap up from the rest and then I heard 
Everett’s cry: “I’m coming, Betty. Hold 
on!” But he didn’t get to me in time and 
the next instant a rush of swirling water 
swept me out of the boat and raced over 
my head. I had a terrible choking sensa- 
tion and then everything went black. 

When I woke it was still raining. I was 
shivering and Everett was holding me very 
close to him. I didn’t open my eyes right 
away because I thought I was having a 
terrible dream, but when a loud clap of 
thunder crashed through the woods I 
screamed a little and Everett began chafing 
my wrists. 

“Betty! Betty darling,” he cried, and 
there was real anguish in his voice. “Open 
your eyes, darling, tell me you're all right. 
Oh, Betty, open your eyes and speak to me.” 
He almost sobbed those last words, so I 
lifted one hand to his face and murmured 
weakly: “I’m—all right—Ev 

“T thought you were dead. I thought I'd 
killed you,” he sobbed. “Oh, Betty, darling 
girl. Say my name again.” 

“Everett, dear,” I whispered and he smiled 
at me. 

“The rain will stop soon,” 


he said, lifting 


his head. “The clouds are breaking up in 
the west. Are you sure you're all right, 
Betty ?” 


“Just a little sick and dizzy I guess,” I 
told him. 

The storm died down almost as quickly 
as it had come up and the sun burst through 
the clouds. It shone right in my eyes so I 
tried to sit up, but I was so weak Everett 
had to help me. 

“What happened, Everett?” I asked. “I 
saw that terrible wave and then I don’t 
remember anything.” 


“It was a_ beaut, he said. 


When I 


all right,” 


“Must have been ten feet high. 


saw you sailing out of the boat I thought 
you’d gone for good. You went down and 
I hung on to the canoe till I saw your head 
bob up a few feet away and then I made 
straight for you. We really weren’t far 
from shore but I didn’t know it then. By 
the time I’d caught you the canoe had dis- 
appeared and there was nothing to do but 
swim for it.” 

“With me? How could you?” 

“Only because you were unconscious,” he 
said, “otherwise we’d probably have gone 
down together out there.” 

“Oh, Everett,” I sighed, “you must be a 
wonderful swimmer.” 

“T had to be, didn’t I? 
drowning ?” 


WE DID finally get back to the hotel 
about the same time the others were 
returning from the tennis match. Everett 
and I hurried up to our rooms as fast as we 
could go. You can just imagine how we 
looked in our sun-dried clothes. 


Weren’t you 


T looked rue- | 


fully at my ruined shoes and the bedraggled | 


dress, but it might have been much worse. 

That night was very terrible and very 
beautiful. 
though I didn’t see why he should be. It 
was our last evening at the lake because the 
next night we were taking the midnight 
sleeper back to New York. Our vacation 
was over, but Everett had every reason to 
think we’d see each other back in the city. 
And yet he hardly touched his dinner. 
When we danced he held me very close and 
I was so busy wondering why he felt so 
badly that I almost forgot my own un- 
happiness. 

“You’ve never told me where you live, 
Everett,” I said after dinner as we walked 
for the last time down the blue lighted steps 
to the lake. “And you’ve hardly told me 
anything at all about yourself or your 
family or anything like that.” 

“Maybe it’s because there’s nothing in- 
teresting to tell,” he said. “I told you be- 
fore I’m just one man among men, just one 
of a mob.” 

“Silly! I think you’re marvelous,” I said. 
“But what I really meant was that you’ve 
never talked about when we get back to 
New York. You'd think we were going to 
spend the rest of our lives up here.” 

“Tf we only could!” He spoke the words 
so fervently, that I wondered what was 
troubling him. And then I knew, or at 
least, I thought I did. I had to cram my 
little lace handkerchief into my mouth to 
keep from crying out. Everett was prob- 
ably ashamed of the way we’d behaved and 
perhaps he was afraid his family would find 
out and make a fuss if he wanted to keep on 
seeing me. According to the standards of 
his friends I had acted rather’ badly, 
pose. But Everett ashamed of me! 
a terrible thought. 


UT worse than that was that 


Everett was all broken up, al- | 


I sup- | 
It was | 


if he | 


knew the truth about me he would | 


have every right to be ashamed. 

I shuddered and Everett looked at me 
anxiously: “You should have brought a 
wrap or a scarfi——” 

“I’m not cold, Everett, really,’ I told 
him. “Just nervous and fidgety.” 

We didn’t take the lake path because I 
had on light slippers and the storm had 
made the path muddy. We just sat down 
on the boat landing for a while and looked 
at the water and held hands in the dark. 
There was no moon. 

“Tomorrow night 
murmured. 

“Tomorrow night,” I repeated, in a whis- 
per, and I really believed it was the end if 
Everett felt it must be. 

I looked back once over my shoulder and 
saw that nearly all the lights in the hotel 
were out; a few people had been sitting 
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is the end,” Everett 
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on the landing when we came down but 
even they were gone and I thought every- 
body must be in bed. 

“It’s awfully late, I think, Everett,” I 
said. 

I didn’t really care how late it was but I 
was getting so miserable I didn’t want to 
stay there and cry and make a little fool 
out of myself. 

“Does that really matter when it’s our 
last night? Don't go up yet, Betty. Let’s 
be together as long as we can.” 

It seemed to mean so much to him that I 
said, “All right.” I tried to remember all 
the pleasant things we had done together. 
I tried to console myself with the thought 
that Everett returned my love in full mea- 
sure. But all inside me, it seemed, was one 
great big ache and I simply could not push 
the truth away any longer. It was, indeed, 
the end. 


Ws: day after tomorrow all this would 
’ be just a beautiful dream. Life would 
have to be faced again; the only life there 
was for me; “Hello! Number please. Al- 
hambra Hotel; No. 719 does not answer! 
Boy, page Mr. Fisher!” 


“T'll never wear these clothes again,” I 
thought, “they're too full of beautiful 
memories that hurt. I'll put them away 
and when things get too terrible I'll take 
them out and look at them. They will 
help me remember that it wasn’t all a 
dream. Even the white dress I'll keep, just 


as it is—wrinkled and soiled. Everett saved 
my life in that dress.” 

Saved it! For what? 
in my throat then and 
gathered me into his arms. 

“What is it, kiddy?” he asked. 

“Just that it’s all over, our beautiful time 
up here. I'm just beginning to realize it. I 
feel as if I knew you were going to die 
tomorrow.” 

“You funny little thing!” he laughed, but 
there was no happiness in that laugh. I 
tried to smile but I know it was only a 
pitiful grimace. I wanted to cry. I wanted 
to tell Everett all the torturing thoughts that 
were running around in my head. I wanted 
to tell him everything, and because I knew 
that I would do it if we sat there another 
minute, I jumped up and said: 

“We must go up now, Everett, really!” 

“I suppose so,” he said, and got slowly 
to his feet 

At the foot of the steps he put his arm 
about me and I slipped mine around him. 
I guess it took us a terribly long time to 
get to the top of those steps because every 
so often Everett would stoop and kiss me 
or we would turn and look back over the 
lake. We couldn’t really see anything, of 
course, and there wasn’t a sound but the 
gentle lapping of the waves on the shore. 
But every little thing was filled with sig- 
nificance that night. It was the end. 

The next day was a busy one, of course. 
There were tickets to be bought, clothes to 
pack, the hotel bill to settle, a thousand little 
things to make the day fly. Everett was 
awfully busy, too, and we didn’t see much 


A little sob caught 
Everett quickly 


someone who did not stimulate his jealous 
possessiveness, but rather soothed it. 

Before I said anything I examined the 
astrological influence affecting this girl whom 
I had not even seen. 

Her birthday was February 23. She was 
therefore in the period of Pisces which af- 
fects those days and nights between Febru- 
ary 21 and March 20, a time ruled by Nep- 


of each other. But by dinner time every- 
thing had been attended to and we had the 
whole evening free until train time. 

After dinner Everett asked me if I'd like 
to walk up the lake path. “It won't get 
dark for an hour yet,” he said. But I said 
I didn’t want to get my grey slippers dirty. 
I really didn’t care about the slippers but I 
thought we'd better stay around where there 
were other people so we danced all evening, 
and I purposely avoided going out on the 
veranda between dances. It was a cool night 
and almost everyone was inside. 

At eleven o'clock Everett said we'd better 
get our bags downstairs as the bus was leav- 
ing shortly. But when the boy had taken 
my bag and the key to my room I turned 
out the light and stood there for a few 
minutes in the dark. I could hear the 
music downstairs and people laughing and 
talking but their happiness only made my 
own grief more poignant. It took every bit 
of will power I had to tear myself away 
from that room and when I had at last 
shut the door behind me I felt as if I had 
left the best part of me on the other side. 

I dragged slowly down the stairs and 
when Everett saw me he came hurrying 
over. “I thought you'd never come,” he 
said, “and the bus is waiting.” 

It was so late when we got on the train 
that our berths were all made up, so after 
Everett had stowed our bags away we went 
out and stood on the platform. 

“Oh, Everett!” I cried when the train 
started, “it’s all over!” 


UST then the conductor came out and we 

handed him our tickets but when we 
were alone again Everett drew me over to 
the window and caught my hand in his. He 
held it lovingly against his cheek. “It’s all 
been so lovely, sweet. Let’s not spoil it 
now.” 


“You've been lovely!” I told him im- 
pulsively. “You’ve been perfect. Just the 
sort of man every girl dreams of. You 


say just the right things, do just the right 
things. You’re good and honest and won- 
derful! Oh, I love you, Everett darling, but 
I almost wish I'd never met you.” I turned 
my face away and pressed it against the 
window. 

“Don’t say that,” he said quickly. “It’s 
been a very wonderful experience for us.” 

“Why do you say, ‘has been’?” I de- 
manded. “Why don’t you say something 
about how much it’s going to mean to us? 
The future, I mean.” 

“You might not like me in the city,” he 
said. “It was easy for an affectionate girl 
like you to fall in love up at the lake, with 
the moonlight and the birds and the woods 
and the water, I’m just not game enough 
to take the chance of your changing. And 
you would!” 

“Don’t say things like that, Everett,” I 
reproached him. “I’m not a little flirt. I’ve 
never been in love in my life before. I 
guess you'd be the one to change.” I said 
the last words so low I thought the roar 
of the train had drowned them, but Everett 
heard and laughed derisively. 


Find Your Mate in the Stars 


[Continued from page 20] 


tune, ruler of the subconscious, mystical and 
pessimistic ! 

Pisces people are emotional, sympathetic 
people, not often well understood by those 
closest to them. 

George Washington was a native of this 
sign, and astrology would declare him a 
man of an intense love-life, who could find 
romance and beauty everywhere. The na- 
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And because it came to me in a rush just 
at that moment how much I really did love 
him, I had to fight to keep back the tears. 
“I’ve got to tell you something, Everett.” 
I said while the train rattled and swayed 
as if to drown my voice. “I’ve got to teil 
you even though you'll hate me when I’m 
through.” 
“Betty, darling!” 
“Oh, don’t stop me,” I pleaded, “or [ 
may not say it. I’ve just got to tell you! 
I’m not a rich girl and I don’t live at the 
Alhambra Hotel like I told you I did anid 
I don’t travel around from place to place 
“And I’m poor. Horribly poor. If your 
mother was to meet my mother on the 
street she'd probably turn up her nose or 
feel sorry for her. My mother is worn ou: 
and sad looking and her hands are all 
knotted from washing and ironing and slav- 
ing for a big family. I’ve never been to a 
summer hotel or had any pretty dresses or 
anything before. If you want to know th 
truth, I'm only a telephone operator at th 
Alhambra Hotel. I’m a faker. A cheat 
Now how do you like me?” 


BIT my lips savagely and dug my nail- 
deep into the palms of my hands. Any 
thing but to break down and cry like a 
weakling! I wasn’t going to cry no matter 


what Everett said to me. But when h 
looked up and actually began to laugh, | 
was dumbfounded. 

“Betty!” he cried. “You darling gir! 


I'm glad you told me that. Glad, do you 
hear?” He had grabbed both my hand: 
and I could only gasp: 

“Glad? How— Why 

“Because, darling,” he said, “it makes you 
mine. Mine for always. Mine to love 
Mine to take care of. Mine to marry ii 
you'll say yes.” 

“But Everett.” I protested, trying to pull 
away from him. “You couldn’t marry me. 
Why, you couldn't afford to be seen with 
me. Think of your friends and your 
family.” 

“T haven't any!” 

“But your business associates, all those 
people in your office. Think how they'd 
laugh at you if they knew you were in love 
with a girl like me.” 

“Haven't any business associates, either,” 
he laughed, “or any office. All I have is a 
job at $35 a week and I wish I had a 
mother like yours and a big family to go 
home to instead of a little hall bedroom 
where I have to cook my own breakfast 
on a smelly gas plate. 

“I’m poor, Betty, don’t you understand ? 
Poor just like you and your people. I've 
been saving two years for this vacation and 
it nearly broke me getting the clothes and 
things for it. Look here,” he said, drawing 
out his wallet and holding it up in the dim 
light. “There’s a five dollar bill. I’ve about 
fifty cents in change in my pocket. Out- 
side of that five dollars and fifty cents I 
haven't a cent in the world and won't have 
until a week from Monday. Now do you 
still love me? Now will you marry me?” 

I guess you know what my answer was. 


tives of Pisces are able to care for many 
people, and they must mate only with those 
who can understand this, and who can 
understand that this largeness of feeling does 
not denote disloyalty. George Washington 
married wisely. 

M. Joseph Caillaux, the great French 
statesman, born on March 3, is likewise 
under the rule of Pisces. His career has been 
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long and eventful, and in my reading of him, 
I found that a successful marriage was one 
of the most important factors which led 
to his success. He found, what all Pisces 
people must seek as the first requirement— 
a true and great understanding. 

As an example of a Pisces person, I can 
name another great statesman, George Wash- 
ington. Modern historians are waging their 
wars of words in the endeavor to discover 
the true character of Washington, one school 
declaring that his character has been misin- 
terpreted by untrue traditions and prim 
stories.  Washington’s character to the 
astrologer is that of a man of an intense 
love life. 

The natives of Pisces can love many 
people, without disloyalty to any one. There 
is no doubt that Washington’s successful 
marriage was due very greatly to the fact 
that he married a woman whose planetary 
chart shows her to have been wise, under- 
standing and above all things, tolerant. 


S° IN this case I am setting down here, 
I realized that a jealous and possessive 
man had fallen in love with a woman whose 
ability to scatter her abundant sympathies 
might lead people to call her fickle. 

For a moment this seemed the very worst 
possible match. The next instant I realized 
that this was one of those interesting ex- 
ceptions which make life so rich, so varied, 
so impossible to define! 

For I suddenly read that my client’s deep 
love was not only heightened by his jealousy, 
but in his case almost dependent upon it! 
I realized that if the jealousy were once re- 
moved, he would probably grow indifferent ! 
Fate and chance had made him select the 
one type which, without actual disloyalty, 
would be bound to keep him in emotional 
ferment as long as he was with her! 

Jealousy, which so often is a force of 
evil alone, here contributed good; and a 
certain kind of fickleness, which causes so 
much pain and misery, was here the torch 
of love. 

I told him he could not have fallen in 
love with a better mate. When I explained 
to him how to cope with her tendencies, 
he left my office, smiling, hurrying off to 
the girl, a devoted and jealous lover. I have 
not heard from him since. 

Not always, of course, do I find a loop- 
hole like that. Often and often I discover 
people who are utterly unsuited to each 
other and who have been drawn together 
by a sudden flare of brief and perilous at- 
traction, an attraction that cannot last, and 
from whose ashes can arise no new thing. 

I have before me now on my desk a letter 
from the West. It is a pitiful and revealing 
letter, describing unconsciously enough a 
marriage which began with high hopes and 
which has gone on the rocks and now can 
never be saved. 

The woman tells me she was a teacher. 
Her birthday is August 7. She is therefore 
within the scope of July 21 and August 20, 
a period under the sign of Leo and affected 
by the Sun, ruler of individuality, ruled by 
their heart first and always until experience 
teaches them the practical side of life. 

Ambitious, stoical, long suffering are these 
Leo people, with a capacity for large execu- 
tive work, an inability to be ruled or twisted 
out of their own determinations by others. 
So much is this so that they must take 
particular care not to dominate entirely, and 
to allow others some freedom of thought. 

This woman on a trip to the city to visit 
relatives met a young lawyer and promptly 
fell in love with him. She describes him to 
me: “Enthusiastic, intolerant, nervously anx- 
ious to get everything done at once, impa- 
tient of what I do or say. He no longer 
likes me. At times when I have seen his 
eyes resting on my face, I think he hates 
me.’ 

She fortunately gave me his birthday, April 


. 20, under the sign Aries. 


12. I had already guessed that he must 
have been born between March 21 and April 
Those born under 
this sign have just what she discovered for 
herself: intense enthusiasm and activity, a de- 
sire for quick co-operation, intuition and | 
brilliance. 

But they are also impatient; they demand | 
the utmost from those they love. They in- 
sist on complete rule. They are sensitive in 
the extreme, and often combine great gifts 
with qualities which make living with them 
very difficult. 


HARLIE CHAPLIN is under the in- 
fluence of this sign, for example, and 
while he may have been unfortunate in his 
marriage, yet in fairness it must be added | 
that his chart reveals a nature that requires 
the greatest degree of self-sacrifice from a 
mate. Perhaps this is why the famous 
comedian has failed twice in the réle of a 
husband, and why it would seem that he is 
not likely to meet with success unless he finds 
someone utterly willing to sink her person- 
ality, her aims, and her very ideas in his. 
So when I studied the charts of this 
idealistic woman who had written to me for | 
advice, I saw that she of all people should | 
never have chosen the mate she did. Aries | 
and Leo are each signs that desire to rule. 
Thus in this marriage we 
wills, two leaders, two generals—and the end 
can only be disaster unless as I have rarely 
found they have complete understanding. | 
They would however make splendid busi- 

ness associates. 
I have listed these few instances to make 


| 


see two strong | 


a little clearer the problems that are present | 


to the astrologer, and the astrologer’s view- 
point on them. 

There are questions which I am frequently 
asked regarding celebrated persons of the | 
theater, finance, the arts, or society. Per- 
haps it may not be amiss in this article to 
mention one or two, and to attempt to an- 
swer the questions that are most frequently | 
asked regarding them. 

Why was Valentino always searching for 
his true mate and searching, it would seem, 
in vain? 
cited more speculation than almost any other | 
man. 

Valentino’s birthday was May 6. Since | 
I am writing in this article of general indica- 


The great lover of the screen eXx- | 


tions, again I shall leave out the particular | 
manifestations of his year of birth. But the| 


birth date brings him under the influence of 
Taurus, the ruling sign of those born be- 
tween April 21 and May 20. 


AURUS people are dignified, secretive, | 


and strong willed. They have sympathy 
and are easily influenced. Their dispositions 
are excellent, but when anger does come, it 


sweeps them like a storm and burns every- 


thing in its path. 

To this intense type belonged Rudolph 
Valentino. He 
would be almost more than human, so high 
was his ideal. And at the same time, his 
realistic intellect and keen mind made him 
read only too acutely the truth about the 
very people he was anxious to idealize. For | 
Valentino, life was indeed a seeking and a 
hunger, even in his all too short career | 
which ended so tragically. | 

The question of Valentino automatically | 
brings up the woman screen star often asso- | 
ciated with his name, Pola Negri. 

Pola Negri’s birth date is January 3. She | 
is thus under the influence of Capricorn who 
rules all those born between December 21 
and January 20. 

Those whose sign is Capricorn are diplo- 
matic, fond of honors, willing to plod and 
persevere for a desired goal. They have 
tremendous latent power. There is a ten- 
dency in them towards selfishness which, 
however, it is within their grasp to curb. | 
They live deeply in themselves. 
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| dislike 


| require companionship and sympathy 


There is no doubt that in Pola Negri’s 
chart, an ardent love nature is indicated. And 
yet in spite of this, it would seem as if it 
would be wisest for her to remain single. 
Her ambitions would not permit her to 
swerve her interests to any channel outside 
of her own. 

A woman under this sign, in another en- 
vironment and under other circumstances, 
might well make a happy marriage but the 
demands of a celebrity's life, and particularly 
that of an actress, make marriage a danger- 
ous risk. 


ERHAPS in the instances I have out- 

lined, you who read this have already 
found your counterpart, or some comment 
upon your own character and life. 

Yet there are still some few types I have 
not touched on, and in the brief space ac- 
corded me, I should like to describe the 
love characteristics of the people of Libra, 
Virgo, Sagittarius, and Aquarius. 

The Libra people are all those born be- 
tween September 21 and October 20. Theirs 
is a deeply rooted sense of justice. Most 
of their lives they hang in the balance be- 
cause of a love nature that holds sway over 
everything else. Hizhly impressionable, they 
meanness and sordidness above all 
They are poor leaders as a rule, and 
from 
those they love. They may mate with rea- 
sonable hope of a happy love life with those 
born under the signs of Leo, Aquarius, and 
Aries. But they would be wise to avoid 
intimacy with those under the influence of 
| Pisces. 

Those under the influence of the sign of 
Virgo are all those born between August 
21 and September 20. 


things. 


in the crystal In this intere sting game. Our | 


POSITIONS 


The Virgo people are practical, sagacious, 
| but inclined to be a trifle censorious. They 
|have a poise and a common sense which 
| fits them for a variety of experience, pro- 
| fessions, and environments. But they are 
| keenly critical, exposing even themselves to 
|the scalpel of analysis. As they are sincere, 
| they sometimes wound the feelings of others. 
| They have a strong sense of materialism, 
}and are highly resourceful. For them ideal 
mates are those born under the signs of 
Taurus, Pisces, and Scorpio. But it would 
be unwise for them to mate with the people 
| under the rule of Aries. 
| The Sagittarius people are those whose 
birth date occurs between November 21 and 
| December 20. They are inclined to vacillate, 
|to be uncertain, but they are rebellious of 
restraint and must be allowed to solve their 
own destinies unaided. With strong imagina- 
tions, they are easily inclined to exaggerate, 
and their intense love of freedom can easily 
| induce irritability. Such a person coming 
—= | mite a contact with a strong-willed, definite 
nature, which is unyielding, is likely to create 
anything except a harmonious relationship. 


the sign of those born 

between January 21 and February 20, 
and ruled by Uranus, the revolutionist, these 
people are kindly and idealistic almost with- 
out exception. Their carelessness of conven- 
|tions sometimes renders them likely to be 
| thought eccentric. They are intuitive, ver- 
satile and impatient of guidance. Instead 
they will often perversely act on the oppo- 
site of any advice given them. They have 
latent a capacity for profound and thought- 


S TO Aquarius, 


| ful study. But their lives seldom run evenly, 
and they compass more experiences than 
those born under other signs. 


It was under this sign that Abraham Lin- 
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coln was born, and it is clear how he exem- 
plifies the dominant traits of an Aquarius 
person. His idealism and tender tolerance. 
his own careless disregard of convention, 
c-eated for him a marriage that is too fa- 
miliar to be rehearsed here. Those of 
Aquarius do not ask too much of life, and 
are more uncomplaining than any others. 

: have spoken previously in this article of 
M.-. Nicholas Longworth, and Alice Roose- 
veit Longworth. The latter, born on Feb- 
ruiry 12, is therefore a native of Aquarius 
She would seem to possess the strong in- 
dividuality of Aquarius people allied to that 
large sympathy and understanding which 
makes them ideal mates for the tempera- 
mental or not easily understood man or 
woman. 

Mrs. Longworth has not only a brilliant 
personality of her own, she has a great gift 
of being able to “get along” with many dif- 
ferent kinds of persons, unlike herself, it 
she chooses. As wives or husbands, Aquarius 
people have, unless natal signs conflict, every 
qualification to bring to and find happiness 
in their mates. 


HAVE pointed out that the persons born 

under certain signs would be wise not to 
allow themselves to form profound attach- 
ments for those born under certain other 
signs, but to forego any misunderstanding 
of my meaning, I hasten at once to say that 
this is because of jarring elements of char- 
acter and temperament in two _ particular 
signs which do not promise a_ hopeful 
augury. 

Individuality cannot be changed. Person- 
ality can be changed. Character can be 
changed, experience molds and forms each 
of us; environments turn us into almost new 
people. If we follow haphazardly and with- 
out knowledge along the path of least re- 
sistance, we change without knowing why 
into undesirable personalities. By knowing 
ourseives, and studying our planetary in- 
fluences, we are better able to mold our- 
selves into what we really desire to be. 

So it is with the love life of each of us, 
with the love lives of all those who write 
to me, asking for counsel, cheerfully or des- 
perately, as the case may be. 

Study your signs! Study your tempera- 
ments! And bear in mind always that while 
love is an irresistible force, and greater than 
all other forces, it is not greater than life 
itself. For many people that I know of 
have continued on successfully in life after 
failure and disillusionment in love by turn- 
ing the energy into useful channels. They 
have become regenerated and a new love has 
arrived on the scene. Should a girl or a 
young man calmly set about inquiring into 
the character and type of someone of the 
opposite sex who interests him or her? 

Yes. For they may save themselves many 
heart aches. I think that when once the 
inclinations are stirred and friendship deep- 
ens into a more important relationship, it is 
often too late to discover whether that re- 
lationship is the result of mere infatuation 
or whether it is founded upon more vital 
and permanent forces. While heart ache is 
nothing to be laughed at, it is preferable to 
years of true misery. If the horoscopes of 
the two blend harmoniously then the man 
or woman may go happily forward, confi- 
dent of the future, and unafraid of those 
natural crises and problems which must con- 
front all of us, no matter what our tem- 
perament, in a life which is in the end the 
test of character and soul, and our ability 
to understand situations: 


AS Miss Bart's reading of the stars enlightened you? Her interpretations 
should help your solar problems that have been baffling you. 

will give you a better idea of the kind of person you should seek as a mate. In 
an early issue of SMART Set the second article in this series will appear. 
will not want to miss it, as it will throw more light on your nature. 
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Sweetheart of the Regiment 


[Continued from page 29] 


brought Germaine back with him as his 
bride. Now, a widow, she was about to 
wed another one of our men, this time my 
best friend Jethro. What was old Todd 
thinking about ? 

Then Germaine came out on the porch, 
helping old Mrs. Jethro to her chair. Ger- 
maine was a magnificent young woman, 
vigorous, handsome, kindly. I could im- 
agine the difference she’d make around the 
farm and began to understand why every- 
body liked her. 

“This is Mrs. Humphrey, Germaine to 
you, John,” Todd said simply. “John Woods 
is an old crony, a buddy, Germaine. I 
hope you'll like each other.” 

“We're already acquainted, Todd,” she re- 
plied, with a soft, throaty laugh which 
sounded nervous to me. “This is the gentle- 
man I met the other day when I was re- 
turning with the children. I told you.” 


VIDENTLY Todd remembered and the 

moment passed successfully. But the 
shock of my discovery set all my nerves 
tingling like sore teeth. My bad leg pained 
horribly. My head began to ache. 

“Our acquaintance extends farther back 
than the other day on the orphanage road,” 
I reminded the young woman at the first 
opportunity. 

Germaine touched her lips with her fore- 
finger and hurried to fetch a shawl for 
Todd’s mother. 

Todd was to drive her back in his flivver. 
He declined my invitation for the pair of 
them with a sentimental grin which was 
unlike my hard-boiled sergeant. So I said 
good night and left the lovers to themselves, 
but before I drove away I managed to let 
Germaine understand that I wanted to talk 
to her alone. 

Almost as if she welcomed the oppor- 
tunity for a heart-to-heart talk Germaine 
came over to my house that same evening, 
walking all the way from the orphanage. 
It was ten o’clock, but she explained the 
late hour by saying she couldn’t leave until 
all the children were asleep. No, it wasn’t 
one of her many duties to stay in the dormi- 
tory. On the contrary, it was against the 
rules. But they knew she was waiting, 
listening, outside the door, and she knew 
when the last tot had dropped off to sleep. 
How? 

“That’s one of those things a woman just 
knows, m’sieu,” she said. 

“Germaine,” I said abruptly, without los- 
ing further time, “I don’t understand your 
being in Coningsby at all. The last time I 
saw you—” 

“Was at the Jethro farm, five hours ago,” 
she said. 

“IT recall another occasion,” I said, “at a 
little house on the outskirts of Chateau 
Thierry.” 

“That was ver’, ver’ long ago,” she said. 
Her accent became more marked under 
stress. 

“Does Todd Jethro know?” I persisted, 
ignoring the appeal in her eyes. 

“But you are his good friend,’ Germaine 
challenged me. “Ask him.” 

Her big, capable self, standing there at my 
mercy, reminded me of a wounded deer at 
the mercy of a yelping dog. But Todd was 
my friend; I owed my very life to this 
silent, likeable fellow. I couldn’t stand 
aside and watch him go blindly into a 
union he might come to regret. Sentiment 


was all very well, but what of friendship 
such as ours? 

“Of course you married Humphrey?” I 
said suddenly. 
that 2?” 


“There’s no mistake about 


Her expression softened and saddened at 
once. 

“No mistake. Poor Bert! He was ver’ 
good and ver’ kind, one big man, m’sieu. 
He understand. I first meet Bert at my 
little house, down by the canal, but after 
we marry and come to America, to Conings- 
by—that is never mention’ again. I was a 
good wife, I am one good woman now,” 
Germaine pointed out with dignity. “I 
work hard, a man’s work, but I like it. I 
love the children and they love me. Soon 
I will be a good Mrs. Todd Jethro and make 
everybody happy, that is, if m’sieu is gen- 
erous.” 

Her simple dignity touched me more than 
I cared to admit. If her fiancé had been 
any other man than Todd— 

“Then he doesn’t know, of course!” I 
said. I was unnecessarily sharp with her. 

“Ask him,” was all the satisfaction I got. 
She spoke more in sorrow than in anger. 

Next day a friend of mine arrived from 
Boston. Paul Sands had scarcely aged a 
day and he looked like the successful cor- 
poration lawyer that he was. Jethro had 
been his sergeant too and when we got to 
talking over old times together, Sands ex- 
pressed a desire to see Todd once more. 

“He’s going to be married soon,” I said. 

“Todd Jethro? You mean his grandson, 
don’t you?” Sands returned. 

“Well, he’s probably your age, or a year 
younger,” I said. 

“Good Lord, you don’t mean that kid’s 
getting married !’’ Sands countered, at which 
we both laughed long and loudly. 

Deliberately I drove him over to the 
Jethro farm by way of the county orphan- 
age and luck was with me, for Germaine 


was outdoors with the children as I turned | 


into the road. They recognized me and 
came running into the driveway. Germaine 
kept in the background, but she raised her 
eyes to smile and Sands got a good look at 
her. 

“Who was that woman?” he asked, plainly 
puzzled, as we drove on again. 

“That’s Todd Jethro’s fiancée,” I an- 
swered. I was watching him closely. 

“Don’t know her.” He actually seemed 
relieved. “That wasn’t a ready-made family 
for our hard-boiled sergeant, was it?” 

“No, she is employed there at the or- 
phanage,” I explained. “She’s Bert Hum- 
phrey’s widow, if you happen to remember 
Humphrey.” 


HAT’S it! Germaine!” he cried. “Of 

course, Germaine ‘Toot Sweet.’ Now 
I remember! Good Lord! She’s like gas, 
you know, Jack, and you never quite get 
gas out of your system, they say. How 
about it?” 

“Never was gassed,” I said. 

“And she’s going to marry Jethro!’’ Sands 
said. He was frowning, as if it troubled 
him. “Jethro was a good sergeant and 
belligerently speaking I’m strong for him, 
but Germaine! Stunning figure! See much 
of her?” 

“At the Jethro farm or as we’ve seen 
her today, with the orphans in the road,” 
I said. His question annoyed me. 

“What a girl!” he said. “Only a peasant, 
maybe, but she’s got the blood of Cleopatra, 
DuBarry and Trojan Helen in her veins. 
What are you made of, man? With your 
wealth and opportunities! What history 
she’d make in Paris, driving in the Bois, or 
at Ciro’s, on the boulevards and she is 
doomed to spend her best days on a bleak 
New England farm! Why, Monte Carlo 
and Deauville are waiting open-armed to 
welcome a woman like Germaine!” 
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pounds, easily, safely, genuinely. 

Korein is fully guaranteed and absolutely 
harmless. Simple, safe, reliable. Buy it at your 
drug store today, or a testing sample will be sent 
FREE to anyone wishing to improve 

health through reducing weight hap- 


dangerous obe oer, and become 


pily Overcome 
Fill out coupon, 


slender and younger looking. 
or write to 

KOREIN CO., G-488, Sta. L, New York 
Please send me Free Test of KOREIN. 

Address.. 


| Todd 


I hated his words, yet there was truth in 
what he said. 

If anything, Paul Sands merely strength- 
ened my belief that Todd ought to know 
about Germaine’s past before their marriage. 
And as days went by I was more strongly 
convinced that I had made a mistake in 
asking Sands to visit me. Evidently he 
liked Coningsby, for he was in no hurry to 
be gone. 

Long before I had absolute proof of it, I 
suspected that it was Germaine who kept 
Sands under my roof. He drove out too 
much alone; he was too interested in the 
telephone. If we motored over to the 
Jethro farm, Paul insisted upon ceming 
home by the orphanage road. And _ his 
wink at my unspoken questions, as if he 
didn’t give a hoot for what I might be 
thinking ! 

Then one evening, most unceremoniously, 
Germaine came through the French window 
into the library where I was sitting alone 
with my book. My guest was out on en- 
tertainment of his own, but when I saw 
Germaine I guessed where my roadster had 


carried him. She was flushed, breathless, 
and for a moment she leaned against the 
window frame, one hand over her heart. 


Never had she looked more lovely. In the 
strict sense of the word, she wasn’t, of 
course, beautiful at all, but there were 
strength and vigor and a regal air about her 
which made her seem magnificent indeed. 

“M’sieur Woods,” she said at last, “I have 
come to ask you to send Paul Sands away. 
It is not fair. Soon people will talk, and 
people have never talked about Germaine 
in Coningsby. Whatever I have done. I am 
ver’ good woman now. I am betrothed to 
Jethro and everybody knows that. 
Yet this Paul Sands, he pursues me.” 

I suspected as much, but it wasn’t pleasant 
to hear her say it. 

“You're right, it isn’t fair, Germaine,” I 


said. “I—feel that I can safely say Mr. 
Sands will be leaving Coningsby immedi- 
ately.” 

Her wide eyes were like a dog’s, dumbly 
grateful. “Perhaps I shouldn't complain, 
but all day long—every day, every night— 


position at the orphanage. 
And when I re- 
car. The 


I shall lose my 
He telephones so much! 
fuse to talk, he drives over in the 
children don’t understand; they are afraid 
of him. People see us together so much 
and I cannot get away from him. I do 
not wish to make trouble between friends, 
m’sieu, but if he’d go away and I'd never 
see him again, that would be heaven!” 
I MADE her sit down for a moment and 
got out some wine myself to keep the 
servants away. She looked insufierably sad, 
there in the big chair. I imagined with 
what cunning Sands had pursued Germaine, 
until, like a cornered hare, she had run to 
for aid. 

“He'll not trouble you again,” I said as 
quietly as my feelings would permit. 

“No scandal, M’sieu Woods,” she said. 
“That it—he knows I do not wish the 
past raked up. Todd doesn’t know and I 
do not wish him to know. Neither him 
nor his father and mother. Why concern 
ourselves with what happened so long ago, 
so ver’ long ago! I am sorry and I sin 
no more, like the Magdalene, m’sieu. Ever 
since I marry poor Bert Humphrey, I am 
| a different woman. Ask anyone in Con- 

ingsby. Germaine now is one good woman.” 

I felt ashamed of my guest, ashamed of 
the “gentleman” he was. 

“I think I can promise you 
won't molest you again.” I said. “You see, 
he is rather anxious to stand well in the 
good graces of a kinswoman of mine. We'll 
settle him quickly.” 

In her gratitude, Germaine dropped down 
on one knee and I felt her lips against the 

! back of my hand. Then, before I could say 
112 


is 


that Sands 


more or make a protest she had disappeared. 

I was waiting up for Paul when he came 
in. It was not late, since Germaine ha: 
eluded him and there was nothing else in 
Coningsby to keep him out. He seeme:! 
all teeth, like a wolf, as he grinned at me 
from the door. Then, just when he wa- 
going to say something he saw the two 
empty wine-glasses which I hadn’t removed 
and again that smile I had come to hat+ 
distorted his features. 

“A visitor, Jack? While the guest’s away 
the host will play. Let’s hope you were 
more successful than I.” 


“Yes, Mrs. Humphrey was here,” I said 
“Mrs. Humphrey?” He shook his 
at first. Then, “Oh, Germaine, of course! 


I understar:1 now why she prefers to spend 
the winter in Coningsby.” He winked at the 
empty glasses and seated himself, sighing. 
“Mrs. Humphrey has told me of your 
persecution—for it is nothing else, Sands. ! 
promised her it wouldn’t occur again.” 


“Oh, you did?” he sneered. “Never stir 
muddy water, old fellow.” 
“My hands are clean,” I said. “And 


moreover as long as you remain my guest, 
under this roof.” 
Our glances met and he got up. 
“You win, Woods,” he nodded. 
night and good-by.” 


“Good 


N THE morning Paul Sands was gone and 

Germaine could laugh again with the chil- 
dren down in the cow pasture without fear 
of his intrusion. That same afternoon | 
drove over to Jethro’s farm. Todd wasn’ 
at home but the oid folks, who seemed to 
like me, made me feel very welcome. Some- 
thing wonderful had happened in_ the 
ancient, weather-beaten house. Man and 
wife were as excited as children anticipating 
Christmas. The big living room had been 
refurnished and was gay with homely little 
touches. Germaine of course had wrought 
these changes. She was the good fairy who 
had touched their lives. with new interest, 
hope, even a pretty gaiety foreign to their 
natures. 

“In a little while now 
daughter as well as a son,” 
announced proudly. 

“And maybe soon—” Father Jethro began 
making stair-steps with his hand; he wagged 
his gray head and chuckled. 

“You're both very fond of Germaine 
Humphrey, then, Mrs. Jethro?” I asked. 

They both answered at once. She was a 
paragon of all the virtues. She was in- 
dustrious, thrifty, a fine housewife and kind 
to little children who were parentless. Todd 
was a good boy, but not too good for 
Germaine. 

On my way home I drove past the county 
orphanage to tell Germaine that Sands had 
left Coningsby. It had been some time since 
I had seen my little friends and they 
crowded around me like hungry chicks, 
cackling loudly at the idea of the feast I 
promised them. 

Smiling, Germaine came up and gave me 
her hand. “Thank you, my friend,” she 
said. “You are ver’ good to me. If the 
time comes when I can convince you I am 
worthy of your buddy, that will be para- 
dise !” 

A few hours later, the frantic clamor of 
the bell sent me hurrying to the telephone 
voice, 


we will have a 
the old lady 


and listening, I heard Germaine’s 
weak with fear. 

“M’sieu Woods?” 

“Yes, yes; it is I.” 

“Paul Sands—” she. gasped. 


I endeavored to speak calmly for her sake. 
“What has happened, Germaine ?” 

“Paul Sands, he has not left Coningsby, 
m’sieu. He has left your home and gone 
to the Putnam House, that is all. A short 
while ago he telephones to me and he says— 
he says 2 

Her voice died away. 
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XUM 


New Thrills 


Are Just Ahead! 


this issue of SMART SET begins “Flame of the Desert.” 
Are you reading it — this dramatic, self-told story of 
an American girl’s adventures in old Algiers? 


“Alone in that place,” she says, “with night fallen on the 


Outside her door a guard waited. 
There was no escape in this encamp- 
ment of fierce and ruthless men who 
served their leader with their lives. 
And in a few hours he would return 
—and seek her. What happens next? 
What can she do? What would you 
do? 


The next instalment of this gripping 
story is even more stirring than the 
first chapters. It’s packed with sur- 
prises, tense with excitement. 


And because we know you'll want 
to enjoy every vivid word of this 
breathless, true-life story, we are 
making you this special offer: 


Mail the coupon today with just a 
single dollar bill and we will send 
you Smart Set for six, long, joyous 
months. 


Then you'll be sure of reading this 
amazing scrial; of following the 
startling experiences as told in “The 
Real Diary of a Real Girl’’—that 
marvelous record of a woman's most 
jealously guarded secrets; of getting 
the intimate revelations of a famous 


desert, I knew the last extremity of terror and desolation.” 


physician in ‘Behind a Family Doc- 
tor’s Door.’’—and many other ab- 
sorbing serials. 


In addition you will have scores and 
scores of vital stories from life, fas- 
cinating articles on all the subjects 
you are most interested in, a bril- 
liant wealth of entertainment and 
inspiration—at the astoundingly 
low price of six months for $r. 


This offer is for a limited time only 
and is subject to withdrawal with- 
out notice. So send the coupon with 
your remittance at once, if possible, 
today. 


New thrills are just ahead. Make sure 
you won’t miss them. 


— —FILL IN AND MAIL NOW— — 


SMART SET, Dept. S.S. 8-27 
119 West goth Street, 
New York, N. Y 


| 
YES, I want the next six big issues ot 
SMART SET, with its serials and stories, at 

your special introductory price of $1.00, | 
saving me 50c. I enclose remittance or will | 
remit when billed. 


> 
= 


SMART SET $3.00 a year. | 

In Canada $3.50; Foreign $4.00. 
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Reduce 
Where You Want to Reduce 


Discovery of infiltrating oxygen reducing cream 
~~ quickly and safely banishes double chins, and 
slenderizes big hips, fat waists, legs and arms 


No Medicines—No Starvation 
Diet—No Dangerous Exercise 


NY woman or man who wants to take off fat 

on any part of the body can now doso quickly 

and safely. There is no question about this. 
It is a proved fact 

The discovery of oxygen reducing cream was purely 
accidental. A great New York doctor asked three of 
the ablest Colloidal Chemists in New York to try to 
find a remedy for chronic skin troubles. (Colloidal 
chemistry is one of the latest developments in chem- 
ieal science.) These Colloidal Chemists prepared an 
infiltrating cream which would liberate oxygen when 
absorbed through the skin. They discovered that 
whenever the part to be treated was fat, this excess 
weight quickly disappeared Reducing tests were 
then made on fat people with amazing results. One 
wornan reduced her neck one inch in a few treatments; 
another two inches. Still another took off twenty- 
nine pounds in six weeks. Equally suecessful results 
were had in reducing fat waists, arms, legs, and big 
hips. So safe is Viaderma, as it is called, that it has 
the approval of chemists and physicians who oppose 
all other methods of quick fat reduction 
Viaderma is a golden brown cream, which is rubbed 

rapidly on the skin. You see the cream disappear at 
once, leaving a clean white foam on the skin surface. 
The penetrating cream carries oxygen to the fatty 
tissues and in a few days’ time, this oxygen gradually 
melts away the excess fat. You get definite results 
from a single jar which contains an 18 days’ supply. 
Get full information at once. Mail coupon today. 
Colloidal Chemists, Dept. 512 
303 Fourth Avenue, New York City 


Without obligation, please send me complete 
information about Viaderma, oxygen reducing 
cream 

Name. 

Address 

State 


Poslam Often Ends 
Pimples in 24 hours 


Pimples, black heads, eczema, rashes and 
other blemishes cleared up quickly and safely by Poslam. 

Used successfully for ail skin troubles for 
RELIEVES twenty years. It must be good. Thousands 
of unsolicited letters from delighted users 
tell of amazing success. Buy Poslam at 
your druggist, only 50c., or let us prove to 
you free that Poslam will clear your skin. 


your druggist 
rith free FREE Proof Sample! 
samp on 
amazing improvement within 24 


derful how Poe} See 
f hours. Free. No cost. No obligation. Send 
today for generous trial size of Poslam. 
Simply mail your name and address to 


Sample Desk, Poslam Co., 251 W. 47th St. New York, N. Y. 


MOVIE—TALENTS 
If you are talented for Motion Picture 
\cting or writing we may help you suc- 
ceed. Costs you nothing to join. Write 
full details. HOLLYWOOD FILM 
BUREAU, 5823 Santa Monica Blvd., 
Dept. B, Hollywood, California. 


Why Stay Blindfolded? 


Learn the truth. You know that vi- 
bration is the principle of creation. 
You are using only 20 per 
cent of your vibratory energy. 
Learn the hidden secrets with- 
, in yourself, and how to use them 
for success. Write today. Dept. 34. 
INSTITUTE OF ASTROLOGY, P.G. Bex 148 
Times Sq. Station, New York 


burning skin. 


| Sands asked. 


“T'll go to the Putnam House and inter- 
view Mr. Sands,” I said. 

But she didn’t want that; she couldn’t 
stand a scandal. 

“He has commanded me to meet him in 
Chapelgate road, at the old church, at ten 


o'clock,” she said. “Come there, please, 
m'sieu.” 
Physically I was no match for Sands, 


although I would have fought him to the 
finish for his treachery and deceit. My 
sympathies were entirely with Germaine who 
battled so bravely for her happiness and 
suddenly I knew that were I in Todd 
Jethro’s shoes I'd be a very proud man. 
You had to admire her, for her high courage 
as much as her beauty. 

There was a moon and in the frosty air 
voices and figures would be quite distinct. 
I left my car in the road and walked toward 
the church. When I smelled a cigarette I 
knew that Sands was there before me. Ger- 
maine, too, had arrived. 


ONCEALING myself behind a tree, I 

listened a second to their voices. Paul 
Sands, of course, didn’t know that Germaine 
had communicated. with me, and it was he 
who was talking. 

“Wait, listen! I love you to madness. I 
want you, Germaine,” I heard him say. “I 
can’t let you bury yourself on a New Eng- 
land farm. You were born for something 
else, something more. Paris, the Riviera, 
the world’s admiration. Germaine, you 
must come away with me. You'll never re- 
gret such a step.” 

In the moonlight she was as white as a 
lily, with a tenseness as of death. 

“I have told you,” she said. “It could 
not be, even if it were not for my Todd 
Jethro, M’sieu Sands. And I am betrothed 
to him—” 

“A close-mouthed, tight-fisted peasant 

“T am a peasant, m’sieu, and Todd is the 
man I love.” 

“So were Nell Gwyn, DuBarry, half the 
superwomen of history peasant girls. Peas- 
ant or duchess, I want you, Germaine. 
Never mind your clothes; we have time to 
catch the 11:10 to Boston, where you can 
buy what you need at once. Then, tomor- 
row New York. Next week Europe. How 
about it?” 

“No!” She was like a cornered wild 
thing, listening, watching for me. But 
had to hear this thing out. For the sake 
of my friend, Todd Jethro, I remained 
silent, waiting. 

“You know what it means if you refuse?” 
“IT am not a boy. I. warn 
you, I usually get what I want.” 

Still she held her ground, making me 
think of her own poilus who had upheld the 
tri-color so courageously under gun fire. 

“Better come, Germaine,” he added. “If 
it’s the money you want, I will settle a 
sum on you sufficient to make your future 
independent and secure. Otherwise, I must 
go to Jethro, you understand that?” 

She understood him, and_ shuddered, 
though I am sure it was not so much 
through fear of Todd as from loathing for 
Sands. 

“The officials of the orphanage, too, they 
should be interested in your past existence, 
in... Germaine ‘Toot Sweet.’ I don’t 
want to seem unduly harsh, but—” 

“But you're ready to break that which 


” 


you say you love,” Germaine cried in low, 
tragic accents. ‘‘M’sieu, you who are so 
big and good and wise—have you, then, 
never heard of the Magdalene? It was One 
bigger than you who said ‘Go and sin no 
more.’ And so I find hope and strength to 
carry on. I find comfort, I even find love. 
You cannot mean that I must be wicked 
again for one man’s saying so, when I try 
so hard to be good for many, many people’s 
sake. I will not; no, I will not do what 
you ask, m’sieu. All your threats to tell 
my Todd, to tell the matron and officers at 
the orphanage, I prefer to die. I have 
looked on death, for your boys and mine, 
m’sieu, and there are many things harder 
than to die. It would, for instance, be a 
thousand times harder_to have to go away 
with you.” 

I could stand no more. Fighting mad I 
started towards Sands, with uplifted cane. 
But a man’s hand gripped me from behind 
and I swung around to face Todd himself. 
Then, so perverse is human nature, I sud- 
denly discovered myself wishing that my 
old friend in some way might be spared, 
I, who had been so insistent all along that he 
must know everything! But she had con- 
vinced me, even against my will, of her 
soundness. In Todd’s place, I'd been a 
proud and happy bridegroom. 

“No, no!” I said. I tried to get between 
Jethro and the picture of that tragic woman 
and Paul Sands out there in the moonlight. 

For a second Todd gripped me tight and 
I knew plainer than words could say the 
depth of his feeling for me. 

“My good friend, I have heard every- 
thing,” he said. “Thanks for your help, but 
this is my affair, John.” 


OR one glorious moment he held himself 

erect, like a setter scenting game. Then, 
with head forward and face grim, he charged 
forward. He was my sergeant again. I had 
seen him this way in action. A business to 
get done, unpleasant, perhaps, but necessary ! 
He was quite businesslike now with Sands. 
If she hadn’t loved him dearly before, Ger- 
maine would have adored Todd now, as he 
fought in defense of her name. 

Really, it was no contest. I found myscli 
feeling a little sorry for Paul, as a man must 


feel sorry for another man whose folly 
has brought him to a ridiculous plight. 
Todd made a good job of it. No stolid 


New England farmer now, he was as color- 
ful as a hero from Victor Hugo, a man to 
win any woman’s heart and keep it for all 
time. 

“And there’s one for good measure,” he 
cried, with a blow to the chin, when Sands 
muttered, “Enough!” Todd addressed a 
last few words to him: “You hurry and 
catch the 11:10 for Boston. And if you ever 
as much as show your face in Coningsby 
again or breathe the name of the lady who 
is to be my wife— But you understand. 
Now go!” 

White, trembling, yet confident as women 
are in the face of a great love, Germaine 
waited for him to come to her. And his 
kiss, given there before me, wiped out all 
the past. Words between them were super- 
fluous. I was stealing away, leaning a 
bit heavily on my cane, when Todd spoke 
my name. I stopped and arm-in-arm we 
three went, not to my car, but to Todd 
Jethro’s old flivver waiting in the lane. 


I WAS only a chorus girl and ‘Larry was the son of rich parents—rich and 


snobbish. 


But we loved each other. Still love doesn’t always see clearly and 


there was a chance that my man wouldn't understand. It was all the fault of 

Larry's father who was trying to save his son from making a mess of his life. 

He trapped me—the father did and all the world was dark. It all depended on 

Larry and you know love is blind. I tell you the truth about myself and these 
two men in my story “The Big Lonely Kid” in September SMart Ser. 
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| 
SKIN TROUBLES 
(CLEARED QUICKLY 
| 


If My Wife Had Only — 


Me 


[Continued from page 41] 


through? I devoted more than twelve years 
of my life to one woman. It took me 
nearly three years to put the memory of 
her out of my life. The process threw me 
oif my mental and physical balance for half 
of that time. I am not going to worry 
about women any more. I am going to let 
the women worry about me. Selfish way 
to look at it! Granted. Tit for tat. 

Why shouldn’t my wife have been a 
good cook, a good dishwasher and a good 
housekeeper? She had to eat and she had 
to have somewhere to live. I did my part 
of the job by furnishing plenty of food, a 
comfortable home and many luxuries. She 
always had better clothing than the average 
woman. She had as good a home as she 
had before she married me. 


UT I don’t regard that as all of the mar- 

riage partnership. I wanted something 
else. I wanted the affection other men got. 
I am not the type of individual to be con- 
tented eating, sleeping and working. My 
heart is full of romance and_ sentiment. 
Maybe I am unusual in that respect but I 
don’t think so. I think most men are that 
way. But in my home when I wanted a 
caress or a kind word or a kiss, that was 
different. If I wanted her to sit on my 
lap the dishes had to be washed or some 
other household task demanded attention. 
Ii I wanted to hold her in my arms and 
display toward her that affection it is every 
husband’s right to give and should be every 
wife’s desire to have, she would erect a wall 
of dignity between us. 

I shall never forget one incident when 
my wife had been away on a vacation for 
several weeks. I was employed as a re- 
porter on a newspaper in Sacramento, Cali- 
fornia, at that time and my salary was 
not large. I had worked hard and had made 
numerous sacrifices to achieve for her this 
holiday which meant spending the summer 
in the delightfully cool climate of San Fran- 
cisco. I remained in the Sahara heat of 
Sacramento, working the long hours en- 
forced in newspaper offices. The day my 
wife was to return I went to the train to 
meet her, as eager and happy as a boy. I 
was lonely and heartsick for her companion- 
ship. When she stepped from the car, in- 
stead of accepting my embrace and return- 
ing my ardent kisses, she said, “My, how 
hot and sweaty you are and what a hor- 
rible hat you have on.” 

No woman whose birthday had been for- 
gotten or no wife who ever waited in vain 
for violets or bon-bons could have been 
more rebellious than I was on this occasion. 
I felt as if life wasn’t worth while. I was 
tempted to dump her bags on the platform 
and let her get home through the heat and 
the dust the best way she could. But in- 
stead I excused her selfishness and lack of 
consideration with the thought that the 
train journey had tired her. I escorted her 
to a taxi without displaying my real feelings, 
but I pondered that incident many times in 
which followed before our final 


the years 
separation. I wondered if I had been too 
kind. 


As I look back over our life together I 
can remember only one instance when she 
voluntarily embraced me or manifested a 
desire for me to pay her the attentions, 
without which no marriage can be successful. 
Shortly before we were married her little 
brother was stricken with diphtheria and 
we were together with him in his sick room. 


He asked for a drink of water and as he | 


sat up to take it from my wife’s hands his 


little heart stopped and he collapsed, dead, | 


in her arms. When she comprehended what 
had happened she ran to me in a hysteria of 
grief and begged me to hold her tight. She 
sobbed in my arms until her mother took 
her to her own room and put her to bed. 

Men are only boys grown up, but there 
comes a time in a _ boy’s life when he 
reaches out for and must possess feminine 
love which is not expressed in the maternal 
warmth of his mother’s kisses or in the 
chaste caresses of a sister. Grown up boys 
want wives. I do not hold women on any 
pedestal of sanctity. They were created by 
Nature to be the sweethearts and wives and 
mates of men and in such capacity the 
marriage relationship should be maintained. 

The lack of such a spirit and such a feel- 
ing in my home was what made all the 
difference in the world to me. 
how beautiful a woman is or how well she 


I don’t care | 


can cook or how charming she looks, if she | 


has the nature of a marble statue. I can 
hire cooks and housekeepers and I can see 
beautiful women on the streets or statues 
in the art galleries but money can’t buy the 
loyalty and love I shall require from my 
next wife. 

I have envied the affection I have 
other men receive from their wives 
sweethearts until it has become almost an 
obsession with me to have my ideal kind 
of home or not to have any home at all. I 
find myself quite comfortable now, living in 
a boarding-house, where I receive excellent 
food, the friendship and companionship of 


seen 


intelligent people and the utter freedom to | 


go and come as I please. 


But I frequently see the sweethearts and | 


wives of other men lavish upon them what 
I would give anything in the world to have 
for myself—the true love, not pretended, 
of my kind of girl. I see these wives run 
to meet their husbands as if they were 
really glad to see them and compelled by a 
genuine desire to prove that gladness by 


embracing them and making them feel that | 


the desire is there. 


T WAS my married lot to come home to 

a place which was well ordered and com- | 
fortable, as is my present boarding-house, | 
but presided over by a household executive 
who was concerned only with the tasks she 
found about her. I got so that I even en- 
vied pictures I saw in advertisements of 
homes where love prevailed. 

When I had a home it was a respectable 
home and a God loving home, where a 
child was being reared. I stood ready to 
protect it with every ounce of my strength. 
Yet I saw one day in a bootlegging dive 
something which made my blood surge with 
resentment because I could not have it in 
my home. 

I was assigned by a newspaper to write a 


and | 


series of stories about the methods of boot- | 


leggers which were in vogue during the early 
days of prohibition. 
easies was conducted by a man with whom 
I was acquainted and while he and I were 
seated in the apartment where he conducted 
his business his sweetheart climbed into his 
lap, curled her silken legs beneath her and 
fairly smothered him with kisses as she 


One of these speak- | 


stroked his hair and showered upon him, | 


not simulated blandishments, but sincere af- 
fection. -When this man tired of ner caresses 
he shoved her aside with a grunt. 
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SHORT STORY WRITING 
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ing publishers. 
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the Short-Story and sample copy of THE 
WRITER’S MONTHLY free. Write today. 
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How I resented 
his careless lack of appreciation for the 
gentleness and warmth of this girl’s nature. 
How it made me wonder if most women are 
not intrigued more by indifference than they 


How I envied this man. 


are by devotion. How I hated his sordid, 
stupid treatment of her! Yet I gave him 
credit for commanding by boorishness and 
rudeness what I could not accomplish by 
kindness. I didn’t envy him the girl be- 
cause the kind of girl who consorts with 
crooks and bootleggers doesn’t interest me, 
but I envied him what the girl represented. 

How I wished that my wife could be 
made to understand the necessity for such 
attentions to me. Possibly there are some 
men who are so phlegmatic, so stolid, so 
unimaginative that nothing unbalances their 
equilibrium, but I am not one of those 
men. Unhappiness at home meant for me 
unhappiness everywhere. That is why my 
world was topsy-turvy. I neglected my 
business and lost interest in my friends. 
Naturally they lost interest in me. 

How many things I did that I wish could 
be undone! What an outcast I became for 
a time and what a liar and a cheat, so far 
as my home was concerned! How many 
hideous things I contemplated! I look back 
on them now with a feeling of revulsion. 
I dropped my old and real friends and 
former associates because I was ashamed to 


tell them what was troubling me and began 
to keep company with those I thought were 
getting more out of life and having more 
fun than I was. It was good experience 
but I am glad I came to my senses before 
I went too far. 

It took me nearly a year to make up my 
mind to the final break, but when I made 
it, it was a clean one. I gave my wife 
divorce evidence which is effective in the 
state in which we lived and then put nearly 
seven thousand miles of land and water be- 
tween us. I traveled abroad for nearly two 
years. When I came back to this country 
I created a new environment and a new 
circle of friends for myself. 

I'll tell you what kind of a girl I want 
now. I want a girl who is with me, win, 
lose or draw, fair weather or foul. I want 
a girl who won't pout and show her claws 
if she gets a coonskin coat when she wanted 
a sealskin. I want a girl who will speed 
me on my way in the morning with a kiss 
and who will welcome me home at night 
with open arms. I want a girl who will 
leave it to me to bring home the bacon 
and will leave it to my judgment what 
kind of bacon to bring. I want a girl who 
will pet me and praise me and boost for 
me. She must do that or I don’t want her. 
I want a girl who is my girl day and night. 

Now you may ask what I have to offer 


this ideal girl I am seeking? What girl 
would want to marry a man of my kind? 
What girl would trust her life and happi- 
ness to a man with such ideas of woman- 
kind as I have? I'll tell you. 

It isn’t any fun to lead the kind of a 
life I lead. No real fun! No real happi- 
ness I might better say. I just make the 
best of dangling around at loose ends and 
get a certain kick out of giving the girls 
back the same as they give me. But if | 
ever should find the kind of a girl I am 
looking for she would find me the squar- 
est shooting husband she ever heard about 
or read about. 

I have learned by experience what things 
really count in life. I have been pretty 
close to the top of the heap in my profes- 
sion and I have been nearer to being a 
tramp than I care to be again. I have 
learned that the greatest happiness to be 
found in this life is to have a few friends 
you can trust and who can trust you, and 
one girl who is with you in rough going or 
smooth, to cheer for you when you need it. 

But above all I'd like to have an oppor- 
tunity to talk to an audience consisting of 
all the women in the world who think they 
should stop fussing over a husband as soon 
as the honeymoon is over and tell them 
what a difference it would have made in my 
life if my wife had only loved me. 


O YOU girls like married men for friends? Some do, some don’t. In September Smart Set you will get both sides 
of the question, Are Married Men a Menace? Each side is presented by a young woman who claims to know what 
she’s talking about. Read what these girls have to say and then see what you think. 


Me and Him and the Girl Friend 


“Mr. King, I do think you’re the most 
perfect gentleman I’ve ever known. Lots of 
fellows would have made some awful scenes 
if they’d been irritated as you've been. I 
think it’s just perfectly splendid of you to 
have respect for our feelings and not lose 
your temper.” 

The two boys and I got a great laugh 
out of that. 

Feelings! If I hadn't promised myself 
I'd stay clear of a jam I’d have slammed 
that freshman and that surly waiter and 
that half-shot taxi driver if the blows broke 
the hearts of every queen in the world! 
Feelings! 

We sit around in this second joint for 
awhile and nothing happens but a lot of 
laughter and a little light petting. We dance 
and have some wine and the party promises 
well. I figure to myself that my tempta- 
tions to break the peace had come all in 
a bunch and are probably over for a time. 
I'm thinking that the road’s clear ahead 
of me for the next two months for me to 
do things that I can remember and thrill 
about when my great grandchildren have 
to walk ahead of me and carry my beard. 

Then I look up and see Spud Horgan! 


DON’T know his name. I don’t know 

anything about him except that he’s sure 
got one of those faces that made me want 
to start studying sculpture and begin right 
away by doing a remodeling job. 

Nothing about him to attract attention. 
He was medium height and medium weight 
and he had a face that was just a face to 
every one but me. It was browner than 
most from plenty of sun and wind but other- 
wise there was nothing in it out of the ordi- 
nary. Blue eyes and kind of thin light hair. 

It wasn’t a face to me. It was a dare. 
Mind you when I first saw him and felt 
this way about the matter he hadn't even 


[Continued from page 63) 


looked at me. He didn’t know I was in 
existence. Not a case of a mean look that 
set the old goose flesh rippling up and down 
my spine. Just the sight of that face did it. 
There was a guy I wanted to hit. I didn’t 
know why. I don’t know why to this day. 
I started to get up. No thought about 
it. Just strong instinct. Then I remem- 
bered. I was going to stay out of trouble. 
I sat back in my chair and I give you my 
word that was the hardest job of my life. 
He was dancing with a little brunette. 
They circled close to our table and then 
away. Still he hadn't seen me. He must 
have been fifteen or twenty feet away when 
he happened to look over his girl’s shoulder 
and catch my eye. 
I don't know how I looked. Maybe I 
was scowling. Anyhow the sight of me 
must have hit him like an oath shouted in 


his ear. He stopped dancing and stared at 
me. His partner looked up at him and then 
at me. I couldn't hear what she said but 


she evidently asked him what the trouble 
was. He answered her by sweeping: her to 
one side with a movement of his right arm. 
Then he started walking towards me. 

I got up from my chair and waited for 
him. There wasn’t a word said. When he 
got within hitting distance he swung at me. 
I ducked and popped a left to his eye. 
Then we were at it. Knees, feet, elbows, 
fists and heads! What a battle! All over 
the place! We upset tables and chairs. China 
and glassware smashed on the floor and we 
rolled around in the debris and got cut by 
the fragments. Slug and wrestle, strain and 
pant! Up and down. On the floor and on 
our feet. Over tables and under them. What 
a fight that must have been to watch. 

Waiters clawing at us. Others slamming 
at us with bottles, table legs, anything they 
could lay their hands on, trying to knock one 
or the other of us out so the damage would 
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stop. Police whistles shrilling. Women 
screaming. Men yelling. Then a rush of 
heavy feet and I had a flash of a brass- 
buttoned bluecoat over me. I saw a stick 
rise, fall on my antagonist’s head. He went 
limp in my arms. I loosed hold of him to 
defend myself but I had no chance. I saw 
the nightstick coming but it was too late 
to duck. It seemed as though a ton of 
dynamite exploded in my brain and that 
was the end of that affair. 


CAME to life in a hospital. Familiar 

stuff. A white-coated doctor patching me 
up. When I was all stitched and pasted to- 
gether they took me to the booking office 
and then stuck me in a cell. After a little 
the boy who'd told me his father had in- 
fluence showed up with a bail order and 
the money to back it. As we went out 
I asked the sergeant at the booking office 
window about the man I'd tangled with. 

“He’s here,” the sergeant told me. 

“Locked up?” I asked. 

“If he ain't locked up then an Eskimo 
in a fur parkay is Adam naked,” he said. 

I asked him the man’s name. 

“Don’t you even know his name?” the 
sergeant asked. “Say. If you two ever get 
introduced there’s going to be one of the 
classiest double killings this town ever saw.” 

Then he told me the fellow’s name was 
Horgan. I told him I stood ready to bail 
Mr. Horgan out. 

“No,” said he. “You ain’t going to both 
run loose in this town again till you've talked 
with the judge.” 

I went outside with the boy who'd fur- 
nished my bail. 

“What was the row about?” he asked me. 

I told him all I knew about it. 

“TI didn’t like his face,” I explained. “He 
caught me looking at him and came for me. 
That’s all there was to it.” 
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Sets Word Makers 


Prize Winners in Big Contest 


MART SET started something when 

it announced, in the May issue 

the Word Makers Prize Con- 
test. 

As you remember the idea was to 
see how many words could be made 
out of the letters in the title “Smart 
Set.” No abbreviations were per- 
mitted, no proper nouns, no 
duplication of letters except 


But everyone seemed to have a good 
time and lots of fun and that’s about 
the best part of any contest. SMART 
Set has cash paying contests each 
month and now that you have got 
started, probably you will want to try 


most without exception, capable of 
making really impressive lists. 

SMART SET editors were not sur- 
prised at the character and attainment 
of its readers. They already knew, 
in general, what a high class of citizen- 


again. It’s fun for all and many of 
you find it distinctly profitable fun. 


those duplicated in SMart SET, 
no prefixes or suffixes unless 
words in themselves, no foreign 
words unless generally accepted 
in the dictionary. 

It sounded interesting to us 
and we thought you would like 
it. To say that you did like it 
would be putting it mildly. The | 
flood of entries that poured in 
on every mail—many thou- 
sands in all—was proof of that. | 
And the entries were so good | 
that it took weeks to tabulate 
them and determine just which 
of so many excellent ones were 
the prize winners. 


HEN we started it looked 
as though we would have 
to give a prize to everybody— 
they were all so good. Some 
lists contained many thousands 
of words. But in many cases 
rules of the contest had been 
violated and the thousands 
came down to less than three 
hundred legitimate words. 
The surprising thing about 
it was that so many people, 
using apparently the same kind 
of dictionary, could send in 
lists of such different length. 
Those who most closely fol- 
lowed the rules of the contest 
and their dictionaries, had the | 
best lists—and most of you | 
did both. 


Prize Winners in the Word 


Contest 
$50 
Wm. C. Elseroad, Baltimore, Mad. 
$25 
A. C. Bernahl, Dolton, III. 
$10 
Mrs. W. S. Brown, Hoquiam, Wash- 
mgton 


(The following fifteen get $1 each: 
@Donald C. Sparks, Baltimore, Md. 
CF. E. Cuddy, Baltimore, Md. (Miss 


ship and culture you represented. They 
were, however, surprised and delighted 


by the enthusiasm with 
which you entered into this 
contest. It can mean only 
two things: 

First, that you like to 
think and are capable of 
thinking—a faculty not so 
prevalent as you may have 
been led to believe. 

Second, that you like 
SMART SET and approve of 
the kind of magazine the 
editors are building for you. 

This is distinctly encour- 
aging. It will act as a stim- 
ulus to drive the editors to 
make for you a magazine 
that is as nearly perfect as 
is humanly possible. Per- 
fection cannot be reached. 


however, is possible. With 
your help and with your ap- 


Leona Sieglinger, 


wood, Md. 


Malden, Mass. 
New Bedford, Mass. 


Stillwater, Okla. 
(Mrs. H. B. Ritchie, Athens, Ga. | 
@B. Londun, Colmar Manor, Brent- 

CW. E. Bostick, Colum- 
bia, Tenn. @Mrs. C. B. Johannsen, | 
Sandusky, O. @Mrs. Chas. Wilsey, || 
Binghamton, N. Y. (A. J. Tooke, Los 
Angeles, Calif. Ethel S. Greene, 
Q@Joseph N. Finn, 
(Mrs. H. H. 


| 
| The next thing to perfection, 


proval, that is the thing at 
which the editors are aiming. 


HE contests that each 

month appear in SMART 
SET are intended to serve 
} only one purpose. Namely, to 
| bring the editors and the 
readers into closer touch 
with each other. To a large 
extent these contests form 
the closest tie between those 


Golay, Hopkinsville, Ky. Harriet 

M. Nerone, Bristol, R. I. @C. A 
and those who read it. They 

Morris, New Orleans, La. M@Alfred go far towards telling the 


Brunsch, Queens Village, L. I. 


editors what manner of peo- 
ple you readers are. 
Also from these contests 


There were many lists that 
missed winning a prize. Spe- 
cial mention is due to other 
lists which, although not numerically 
large, were cleverly and artistically ar- 
ranged. One was a SMart Set book, 
each page containing a single word, 
illustrated in a novel manner. An- 
other was a portfolio, also beautifully 
done,*while still others were just as 
interesting. We only wish we could 
award a prize to them all. 


It was a surprise to us to see how 
many words could be made out of 
those two words, SMART Set. After 
all, there are only two vowels with 
which to juggle. That, of course, very 
greatly reduces the possibilities. 


T IS a high tribute to the ability of 
the contestants that they were, al- 


you readers get a fairly 

clear idea of the nature of 
the men and women who are building 
your magazine. 

So the contests go on, month after 
month, and it is the intention of the 
editors at present to continue them. 

There are several contests in this 
issue. Turn to them now and you'll 
be surprised to see how they appeal 
to you directly as an individual. 


Watch Next Months Smart Set for Another Big Contest 
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“You’d never met before?” he demanded. 

“Never,” I told. him. .. 

This kid shook his head. “Mr. King,” he 
said. “You've given me an interesting even- 
ing. I'd like to see more of you but I figure 
you’re too expensive a luxury for a young 
man who’s ambitious to live long enough 
to get old. 

“You're welcome to any reasonable amount 
of my money you may need or any influence 
I can swing for you to keep you out of 
San Quentin; but I'll have to deprive you 
of my company from now on. You ride 
too fast for my heart action and the way 
you turn corners on one wheel without put- 
ting out your hand is bad for my blood 
pressure. I’m going to bid you good-by 
and wish you all the luck in the world. 
I'm sure you'll need it.” 


E WENT away and left me and I went 
back to the hotel and eased into bed 
for what was left of the night. But I 
couldn’t sleep. This guy Horgan was on 
my mind. -I lay there wondering why I'd 
hit him and fair burning to hit him again. 

He was on hand when I showed up in 
police court in the morning. We stood up 
together while a cop told the tale and when 
the judge asked us if we had anything to 
say for ourselves we both shook our heads. 

The judge fined us one hundred smacks 
apiece. I paid mine. Horgan said he’d serve 
time. I spoke up and offered to pay his fine 
as well as my own. 

“Nothing doing,” he growls. “I'll rot in 
jail for the rest of my life before I'll go 
on the nut to you.” 

I stepped close to him and whispered: 

“What’s the matter? Rather stay in jail 
than take what I’m going to give you when 
you get out?” 

He whispers back: 

“T'll let you pay my fine just for a chance 
at you now instead of waiting till my time’s 
up. 

I pay for the both of us and we walk 
out together. When we hit the sidewalk 
he stopped and looked at me. 

“Put up your hands,” he said. 
it done.” 

“Just a minute,” I said. “I’m as anxious 
as you are but when I start working on you 
again I don’t want to be interrupted. If we 
let fly at each other here we'll get in about 
a sock apiece and then the police’ll throw us 
back in separate cells and it'll be all to do 
over again. Let’s go to a gymnasium and 
hire a boxing room where we can finish this 
up. 

“No gloves,” Horgan says. “I don’t want 
anything between you and my knuckles when 
I get at you again.” 

“Don’t fret,” I said. “We'll get a room 
and go into it stripped to fighting togs. Then 
we'll lock the door from the inside. When 
we start there'll be nothing barred but out- 
side interference.” 

“That’s a good idea,” Horgan said. “I 
hate to admit that because you thought of 
it, but I won't let pride stand in the way 
of my fun. Let’s go.” 

We went to a gym and hired a boxing 
room. The fellow we got it from was an old 
ex-pug. He looked us over and got the play 
right off. 

“If you gentlemen will leave me come in 
and have a look at this argument I won’t 
charge you a cent for the room,” he says. 

We told him we'd go it alone. 

“I'd sure like to see this thing,” he said 
wistfully. “I'll bet it’s going to be good.” 

I'll say it was good! We stripped to 
fighting trunks and shoes, went into the room 
and locked the door from the inside. There 
weren't any preliminary ceremonies. The 
instant I had turned the key in the lock I 
whirled around and whaled away at Hor- 
gan and he whaled back. After about three 
minutes of the wildest bare knuckle fighting 
I ever experienced he caught me with a left 
hook to the pit of the stomach and then 


“Let’s get 


whipped his right up to my chin and down 
and out I went. I don’t know how long I 
was cold. Must have been near a minute I 
guess. When I opened my eyes and sat up 
Horgan was standing in a corner watching 
me. 

“Got enough?” he asks me. 

“Enough!” I says, getting up. 
warm yet.” 

“Tl heat you,” he says, and came for me. 

Another two or three minutes and I nailed 
him. He didn’t move an eyelash for at least 
two minutes. Then he stirred, opened his 
eyes, got to his feet and we went at it again. 

The thing must have gone on the better 
part of an hour. We were both down time 
and again. He was cold twice after that 
and I went by-by once more before the 
grand finale. 

We were both staggering when the finish 
came. I saw an opening you could have 
driven a horse and wagon through and I 
summoned every last bit of energy I had left 
and shot one. A right. It landed. He went 
down and lay where he lit without a quiver. 
I stood over him, swaying, and all of a 
sudden everything went black. When I came 
to my senses I was lying across Horgan. I 
tried to get up but I couldn’t. The gym 
attendants were hammering on the door. I 
couldn't speak. Couldn’t move. After a 
little they broke the door in and carried 
us out. They laid us on cots in the dressing 
room and called a couple of doctors who 
stitched us up and put bandages on where 
they were needed. 


“I ain't 


INALLY they had us both fixed so we 
could sit up. I sat on the edge of my cot 
and looked at Horgan. He looked back at 
me. All of a sudden he grinned. I began to 
laugh. We sit there and have hysterics 
laughing at each other. When we're so wore 
out we can’t wring another giggle out of 
our systems the proprietor of the gym says: 
“What was this battle about ?” 
“That’s what we're laughing at,” Horgan 
says. “Neither one of us know.” 
That started us off again and we have 
more hysterics. 
I took Horgan up to my hotel with me 
and we broke out a bottle of Scotch and 


talked. He'd been following mining here 
and there. Just in from a venture over in 
Nevada. He’d lost his shirt on it and was 


under his last hundred. 

“There’s some country up in Alaska I’d 
like to prospect,’ he told me. “Up in the 
Kuskokwim. I think there’s some stuff in 
there, but I'll have to go to work now and 
scrape together a grub stake.” 

“T got money that ain’t going to do any 
better than buy me a headache if I lay 
around here,” I told him. “I'll throw that 
in for my share and you furnish the brains. 
We'll go take a look at this Kuskokwim.” 

“Want to?” he asked. 

“Sure,” I said. 

“Suits me,” he says. 
to invest ?” 

“Anything up to five thousand,” I told 
him. “Enough?” 

“With some left,” he says. 
you be ready to leave?” 

“I’ve got to a lot of things to pack,” I 
says. “I couldn’t possibly get set to go 
short of twenty minutes.” 

“You'll do,” he says, grinning. 

“By the way,” I says, “what is this Kus- 
kokwim? A mountain or a lake or a terri- 
tory or what?” 

“Tt’s a river,” he says. 
country along its course.” 

“What are we going to look for?” I ask 
him. 

“Gold,” he says, looking at me funny. 
“Didn’t you know?” 

I explained that I didn’t know a thing 
about prospecting or mining; didn’t know 
whether we were going for gold, silver, dia- 
monds, copper, lead or oil. 
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“How much you got 


“When can 


“We'll prospect the 


“my cot and told me good-by. 


“Just going blind on my hunch, huh?” 
he says. 
“Sure,” I told him. “Why not? Must I 
give a sensible reason for wanting to go?” 

“Not to me, kid,” he says.. “I like ’em 
crazy.” 

We bought tickets for Seattle on the night 
train and started. A little more than a year 
later we came back from Alaska, stony broke 
but still together. From then on for four 
years we played it fifty-fifty. What he had 
I had and what I had he had. If ever two 
fellows were friends we were. It seemed as 
though all the minor irritations that mar an 
ordinary friendship had all been smelted 
up in that first crazy battle. The war came 
on and we hooked on with the same outtit, 
got to France together, fought in the same 
squad and were hit during the same engage- 
ment. Luck played with us and we were 
taken back in the same ambulance to the 
same hospital. 

There for the first time since we met in 
that cabaret in San Francisco and tore into 
each other without waiting for an introduc- 
tion or a reasonable excuse for a fight we 
got split. I was much worse smashed up 
than Horgan and by the time he was ready 
to be sent back to the front I was still in 
bad shape, with the promise of many a week 
yet to come in bed. 

When Horgan was sent back he came to 
On the sur- 
face it was all very casual. 

“See you when this fuss is over kid,” he 
said. “When you get back to the States 
and get shook of this uniform go to Arverne, 
South Dakota. My folks live there. If I'm 
not there yet wait till I come. They know 
about you and they'll be glad to have you 
around. If I get back first I'll go there and 
wait for you. By!” 

“So long,” I said. “Keep your head down, 
Spud, and don’t forget to duck when the 
big boys whistle.” 

I didn’t do so good after Horgan leit. 
Some trouble about bones healing. Instead 
of a few weeks in bed I put in months. 
They moved me from one hospital to an- 
other and finally, long after the armistice, 
shipped me home and stuck me in my final 
port of hospital call on this side. There 
was one operation over on this side and soon 
after that I was discharged. 

I hit for Arverne, South Dakota, like a 
homing pigeon on the way to its own coop. 
I wired the Horgans I was coming and when 
I stepped off the train there was good old 
Spud in civies waiting for me. 

Funny how we knew things about each 
other without any words passing between us. 
The instant I laid eyes on him I knew he'd 
gone for a girl and that our old happy-go- 
lucky hither-and-yon partnership was just 
something to remember. 


SLIPPED it to him with the first hand- 

shake. 

“Congratulations, Spud,” I said. ‘When's 
the wedding ?” 

“Who told you?” he asked. 

“That Irish map of yours I guess,” I said. 
Then I had another hunch and played it. 
“She don’t think much of me, does she?” 

Spud had been blushing. He went white, 
though, when I hit with that one. 

“You give me the creeps,” he said as he 
walked with me towards his car. “It’s un- 
canny the way you grab things out of the 
air.” 

He took me for a drive and told me about 
it. He’d been home about two months. Met 
this girl the first week he got back. En- 
gaged within a week» Talked about me to 
her until she got sick of the sound of my 
name and decided I’d been a bad influence 
in his life. 

“She ain’t going to split us, kid,” Horgan 
assured me. “I think she’ll change her mind 
when she meets you.” 

“Well, Spud, we had a lot of fun,” I told 
him, “and nothing in this world lasts for- 
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ever. I'll say hello to your lady and meet 
your folks and then drag my freight. No 
use kidding ourselves. We were fifty-fifty 
buddies and we could never go eighty- 
twenty. We’d get no kick out of that and 
I'd only be a worry to your girl if I hung 
around. I’m the symbol of your free travel- 
ing bachelorhood days and those days are 
done.” 

“Sometimes I almost wish I hadn’t met 
her,” Spud says. “Of course I’m happy.* Hap- 
pier than I’ve ever been in my life. I’m 
crazy about her, Dave. But when I stop to 
think that you and I can’t take a notion to 
start for Timbuctoo one minute and be on 
our way the next like we used to—oh, damn 
it all! How come everything is so compli- 
cated ?” 


I WENT and saw his folks and gassed 
with them for awhile and then it’s time 
for me to go and get myself looked at by 
the future Mrs. Spud Horgan. 

We drove up to the gal’s house and went 
to the door. She opened it and we looked 
at each other. If I'd done what I wanted to 
do right that instant I’d have turned and run 
and kept on running till I was so far away 
it would have cost me a thousand dollars 
to send a post card back. Everything that 
was on the cards to come was clear in my 
mind in one flash. Clairvoyance I guess they 
call it. Anyway I knew. The girl there 
in the door was Spud’s girl and she and I 
were due to fall for each other like ten 
million ton of brick! There was no duck- 
ing it. I just knew it was on the card and 
it made me sick all through. 

Her name was Mary Ellen. She was one 
of these smashing blondes. Light blue eyes. 
High color. We sat in the parlor and talked. 
At least she and I talked and laughed and 
looked through each other and poor old 
Spud sat there goofy with delight because 
we were getting along so well together! 

I was dippy about this girl. Real sure 
enough dippy. After I’d talked with her 
for ten minutes I’d have stayed on and taken 
her away from Spud if it killed him! That’s 
the way I felt. It wasn’t that my sense 
of loyalty and honor and all that sort of 
thing was gone. I still had a conscience and 
my conscience hurt but no hurt that would 
come to me was strong enough to free me 
from the compelling force of my infatua- 
tion for that girl. 

She told Spud how much she liked me 
and laughed with him about how mistaken 
she’d been in her pre-conception of my char- 
acter and the poor kid just glowed with 
delight ! 

“TI told you she’d get things straight when 
she met you,” Spud gloated as we drove 
away. “We three’ll get along all right, kid. 
Stick around. I can get you a good job 
if you want to go to work here.” 

“All right, Spud,” I said. “I guess I'll 
stay and see what happens.” 

I'd already seen what would happen. It 
did! Within a month! I found a note from 
Spud under my bedroom door one morning. 
It read: 


“Dear Dave: 

I'll be well on my way by the time 
you read this. I didn’t mean to snoop 
but I saw you and Mary in the summer 
house at the dance last night. Don’t 
worry about how I feel about it. What 
happens happens and no one can help 
it. Good luck to both of you from now 
on and from now on, to both of you, 
good-by. Spud.” 


I went to her immediately with the note 
and read it to her. We both felt like the 
devil of course, but it didn’t prevent our 
planning to duck out within the week and 
be married. 

The night before we were to duck Mary 
and I walked out to a little park on the 
edge of town and sat talking. I asked her 
when she first realized that she loved me. 

“Long before I met you,” she told me. 
“Some things Spud told me about you con- 
vinced me that you were the man I was 
going to love.” 

“Poor old Spud!” I said sadly. 

“Oh, stop it!” she said sharply. “I’m 
tired of wasting sympathy on him. He 
brought it on himself. It’s too bad he got 
hurt, but after all he was just a boob.” 

I stood up. “You can’t say that about 
Spud,” I said. “Not to me you can’t.” 

She began to laugh. Almost had _ hys- 
terics. Finally she explained. 

“Tt’s so funny!” she said. “I said some- 
thing about you once. Before I met you. 
Spud and I were sitting right here. I said 
something cross about you and he got up 
and said those same words. The ones you’ve 


just said. ‘You can’t say that about Dave’,” 
he said. “‘Not to me you can’t.’ Isn’t that 
funny ?” 


“Do you think that’s funny?” I asked. 

“Oh, now Dave!” she said, “don’t be 
ridiculous.” 

The infatuation for her that had gripped 
me vanished as completely as the figures 
of a nightmare disappear when you wake 
up. I walked away and left her sitting 
there. I think she called after me. I don’t 
know. She was out of my mind and out of 
my heart. I was thinking of Spud. 

I was at the railroad station before I 
realized that I'd been walking in that direc- 
tion. There was a train west due in eight 
minutes. When it pulled out I was aboard 
with a ticket for San Francisco in my pocket. 
Not even a toothbrush for baggage. I'd 
just walked down there and bought that 
ticket and climbed aboard. 


GOT to San Francisco in the morning, 

went to a hotel and stayed in my room 
all day. At about eight-thirty that night I 
went to a cabaret. As I walked down the 
steps leading to it I saw Spud’s back. He 
was just ahead of me. It was the cabaret 
in which we had first met and fought. He 
walked in ahead of me, went to a table and 
sat down. I followed him. 

“Lo, Spud,” I said as I sat down. 

He didn’t even jump. Just looked at me. 

“"Lo, Dave,” he said. “I had a kind of 
hunch you might drop in here tonight. What 
are you drinking?” 

It was just as ordinary as that. Not a 
word about Mary. No wash-up explanation. 
Just sat there and had a few drinks. Then 
we got to talking about an oil strike in 
Texas. The next morning we started for 
there. We cleaned up in oil, came back to 
San Francisco and started in business to- 
gether. We're still at it and going ‘fine. 

Neither one of us has ever mentioned 
Mary Allen. I don’t know why. That’s 
just washed up without talk. 

Funny. Maybe neither of us was in love 
with Mary. We both thought we were. 
We're both in love with our present wives. 
Perfectly happy. I don’t know whether our 
friendship for each other was stronger than 
our love for Mary Allen or whether neither 
of us ever really loved her. Anyhow that’s 
the way the thing broke. It’s a funny game. 


WAS the luckiest bird in the A. E. F. Anyway I thought I was until I saw 

Francine riding with the Colonel. Then I got into that apple pie scrape and 

.Paris, Francine, even liberty went glimmering and I faced a fine chance to be 

court-martialled. You'll have to read my “Hot Apple Pie” story in September 
Smart Set to see whether or not my luck held. 
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A Bribe for Love 


(Continued from page 17) 


which tempts a woman’s affectionate hand. 
A sunniness of temperament at which people 
warmed themselves. 

How would he regard this affair of Henry 
Storm ? 

I considered the matter with genuine curi- 
osity. It was the first time such a situation 
had arisen in our lives. Men had always 


. obeyed the invisible sign “No Trespassing” 


and neither Jim nor I had ever dreamed of 
such a crisis as Storm had now precipitated. 


OW would Jim take it? Would he fly 
into a rage and go down and punch 
Storm’s head? 

For all my anger, I smiled at the idea 
of easy going, quiet Jim flying into a rage 
over anything. Nothing ever disturbed his 
wonderful good temper except the danger 
of his having to assume responsibility. Jim 
couldn’t bear that. When Streetor, partner 
in the real-estate firm to which Jim’s most 
important contribution had been his father’s 
name, had decided to move to more ex- 
pensive offices, Jim had been almost sick 
with worry over the matter. 

He shied away from every deal in which 
there was the slightest possibility of risk. 
A new tract of ground had been opened for 
a residence district not long before and 
Streetor bought heavily, over Jim’s protest, 
as a speculation. Jim stopped eating, walked 
the floor nights instead of sleeping, and was 
so acutely miserable that I was glad when 
Streetor bought out Jim’s interest, even 
though it meant the loss of possible profits. 

But this business of Henry Storm was an- 
other matter, a highly personal matter. Jim 
loved me tenderly. I knew that. He would 
bitterly resent this man’s unlawful feeling. 

I was almost home before I decided not 
to mention the matter at all to my husband. 
It was a decision which characterized my 
attitude of twelve years. I told myself I 
wanted to spare Jim useless unpleasantness 
and that Storm was going away in a day 
or two anyway. Really I feared to test my 
husband’s aggressiveness. 

I drew up before the house. What a 
shabby place it was, I thought suddenly. 
It needed paint badly. There was a board 
on the front porch that needed replacing. 
The front lawn ought to be re-sodded. And 
we really ought to build a wall to support 
the terrace for the dirt washed down with 
every rain. 

Inside I glanced from the faded wall- 
paper in the hall to the cheap, veneered 
furniture of the living-room. We had bought 
it cheap purposely when we started house- 
keeping because we were so sure of its be- 
ing just a few years before we could afford 
the best. I had done what I could with low 
bookcases filled with my father’s books; 
with wicker fern baskets and chairs covered 
with bits of tapestry bought as a_ bargain. 
It was a homelike room but I sighed as my 
eyes went from the worn seams of the rug 
to the net curtains at the windows. I wanted 
soft silken curtains and small Persian rugs 
on a polished floor. 

I spoke to Jim about it that evening. 

“The house is running down terribly, Jim. 
The enamel of the woodwork upstairs is 
marred in lots of places. Nora won't be 
careful when she moves the furniture, no 
matter how often I tell her. And our gas 
bill this month was twice what it ought 
to be because of that old stove. It was 
second-hand when we bought it, you know.” 

Jim looked up from his paper, instant un- 
happiness in his eyes. 

“I know, honey, I know. I’m doing the 
best I can. There’s just so much money 
and you have the spending of it.” 


It was true. Jim was open-handed with 
what he had. His salary and commissions, 
with the smallest possible sum reserved, for 
his personal use, went for household ex- 
penses. I reminded myself of that fact when 
I grew discontented. Usually it made me 
feel ashamed. Tonight for some reason it 
failed to affect me. 

“Must there be ‘just so much’ money, 
Jim? I hear the Streetors have bought the 
Linton place. It’s one of the best houses 
in town. They have children, too! He's 
your partner, Jim. How can he afford such 
a house and we have to pinch and scrape 
as we do?” 

Jim looked uncomfortable. 

“Well, honey, you see, Harry cleaned up 
about twenty thousand on the Blane addi- 
tion. It’s having a regular boom!” 

“The Blane addition! Oh, Jim!” 

“IT know,” he told me penitently. “I guess 
I ought to have gone in on that with Harry, 
but honest, Sally, I was afraid to. You 
never can tell about these new additions. 
Sometimes they go like hot cakes and again 
you have them on your hands for the rest 
of your life. I made a mistake that time, 
all right.” 

He always admitted his bad judgment and 
his timidity. He never attempted the slight- 
est excuse, but that didn’t keep him from 
making the same mistake the next time. 


TSUALLY I soothed him back to con- 
tentment. Tonight I felt a bitter de- 
sire to prolong his uneasiness. 

“We need about five thousand dollars in 
ready money, just to put things in shape 
around here. I haven't enough bed linen to 
keep the guest room supplied when we have 
company. The water coils in the furnace 
will have to be replaced before we start a 
fire this fall. You told me last summer the 
garden hose wasn’t worth keeping, so I sold 
it to the junk man and now we'll have to 
buy another.” 

“TI know, honey, I know.” 

“And the car, Jim. We've simply got to 
have a new one, or go bankrupt on repairs. 
We've had it in the garage twice this month.” 

“How could we pay for a new one, Sally ?” 

I sighed and gave it up. That was all it 
ever amounted to—Jim’s regret that he 
couldn't give me more; a regret entirely 
devoid of ambition to do so. 

At four o'clock the next afternoon he tele- 
phoned me. 

“Sally? I'm in a big hurry. I’m bring- 
ing Henry Storm out to dinner with me to- 
night. Just called to tell you.” 

Henry Storm! My head whirled. Why 
should Jim be bringing Henry Storm out to 
dinner? He had never been in our home. 

“Jim! Wait! You'll have to make some 
excuse—you can't—” 

“Sorry, honey. I've already asked him. 
He said he'd like to come. Tell Nora to 
put her best foot forward, won't you? Got 
to hurry now. Got an appointment with a 
prospect. Good-by. See you at six-thirty.” 

By the time I got the office number again, 
he was gone. I hung up the receiver, my 
mind a tumult of angry bewilderment. 

How had Henry Storm dared to do such 
a thing? To go round to Jim’s office and 
fish for an invitation to our home! He had 
known I wouldn't tell my husband of our 
last interview or he wouldn’t have risked 
an affront at Jim’s hands. Or did he read 
Jim more truly than the average acquain- 
tance? I dismissed the thought as being 
too great a tribute to Storm’s analytical 


powers. 

What his object was in forcing himself 

upon me like this I did not know. 
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That he 


had some reason I was very sure. He was 
economical of speech and deed, employing 
them only to forward his interests. Six 
weeks’ constant association with him had 
taught me that he made no idle moves. 

How should I treat him? That decided 
itself. The cool, impersonal attitude I would 
adopt toward any business acquaintance of 
Jim’s would be my manner toward Henry 
Storm. 

It was four o’clock and my housewiicly 
thoughts leaped to the kitchen. How much 
reconstruction of the dinner could be accom- 
plished in two hours and a half? 

Half way across the dining room, I halted. 
Henry Storm would eat exactly what we 
were going to have for the meal, with none 
of the little frills usually added for a guest. 
Steak, mashed potatoes, tomato salad, cot- 
tage pudding. None of Nora's fluffy rolls 
which it was not yet too late to make. No 
button mushrooms to serve with the steak. 
The crystal mayonnaise bowl, the engraved 
goblets, the pretty salad plates which usually 
came forth from the bottom of the buffet 
should stay right in their places. I even re- 
moved the lovely arrangement of ferns and 
sweet peas from the center of the table and 
went out into the backyard and gathered a 
handful of sad-colored petunias which I 
thrust into a purple china abomination, 
Nora’s Christmas gift to me. 

I stopped, as I came through the kitchen, 
and surveyed Nora. Here was another com- 
promise between Jim's ambition and his et- 
forts. I had done my own housework at 
first but after the baby’s birth and death 
had left me somewhat delicate in health, 
Jim engaged Nora. 

“Just temporarily, honey. I'm going to 
get you a first-class maid very soon now.’ 

“Nora, you needn't change your apron this 
evening. Set the table for one more, but 
come in as you are.” 

“Yes, ma’am,” Nora answered stolidly. 
Not even this relaxation of one of my most 
stringent rules moved her to wonder. Nora 
in a shapeless “bungalow” apron, her waist 
overflowing her checked apron strings, was 
a discredit to any housekeeper. I hoped 
Henry Storm would notice Nora. 

As I went up to put on my oldest dinner 
dress I wondered why I was at such pains 
to make a bad impression on Storm. Why 
did I want him to see my surroundings in 
the worst possible light? I didn’t know un- 
less it was a desire to underline the difference 
in our financial. circumstances and at the 
same time emphasize the difference in social 
and cultural attainment. 


E CAME in with his usual air of cor- 

dial friendliness. I tried to avoid his 
hand but with Jim standing by it was im- 
possible. Jim looked at me wonderingly. He 
had never seen me inhospitable before. And 
to Storm whose generosity to the Music 
Club I had praised so warmly! 

Storm was so effusive in his enjoyment of 
the dinner that I suspected him of seeing 
in it an effort to disillusion him; but then I 
decided he was incapable of so much subtlety. 
His method of progress was of the steam- 
roller variety. The force of his will and 
the power of his money overrode most of 
the obstacles in his path. 

A sudden delightful sense of exhilaration 
possessed me. I had the upper hand. Here 
was one time that his money had no power. 
It was not a vulnerable councilman with 
whom he had to deal now; nor a bribable 
vestryman, but a woman who knew her own 
amused scorn of him and his resources. I 
dropped my air of hostility and did my best 
to be charming, watching Storm’s heavy be- 
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wilderment with gay malice. Jim looked 
relieved at the sudden thawing of the ice. 

After dinner we went into the living room 
where Jim immediately added the glare of 
an overhead fixture to the soft sidelights I 
liked. I sat down in a corner of the daven- 
port. The two men drew their chairs to op- 
posite sides of the narrow, magazine-strewn 
table. My over-alert perception instantly 
showed me the reason for that. 

“They’re going to talk over something. 
Storm always sits at a table to do that. 
Jim doesn't know it, but Storm’s got some 
definite plan he’s going to propose.” That is 
what I said to myself. 

I knew I was right when I saw Storm lay 
his cigar on the table, its lighted end care- 
fully beyond the wood. I had learned to 
know that this gesture usually preceded what 
Storm called “getting down to hardpan.” 

“Don’t know anybody who might like to 
buy my car, do you?” he inquired of Jim. 
“IT bought it for use here and don’t want 
to bother to take it east. I'll sell it cheap.” 

“That Pace roadster?” Jim said enviously. 
“Lord, I wish I could buy it myself. It’s a 
humdinger.” 

“Oh, no,” Storm assured him comfortably. 
“What you want is a sedan, for Mrs. Cramer 
to drive. A roadster is too cold for winter 
use in this climate. There’s a new Vidor 
out. Saw it in the show window today. 
Pretty thing! Complete as you’d ask for. 
Why don’t you get that?” 


IM laughed shortly. “Yes, I saw it in the 
window, too. Also the price tag. Why 
don’t I get it for Sally? Just a little matter 
of a few thousand dollars, that’s all that 
prevents.” 

Henry Storm picked up his cigar and 
took a few slow puffs, then laid it down 
again. My tension tightened. Now he was 
going to show his hand! 

“Cramer, I wish you’d let me get that 
car for you. I spoke to the Vidor people 
and they say they can have it before your— 
before the purchaser’s door any time tomor- 
row. I hate to think of Mrs. Cramer’s rid- 
ing around in that open car of yours all win- 
ter while my chauffeur trundles me about 
in a limousine.” 

The part of my mind which constituted 
critical audience to this scene gave a sniff 
of contempt. This was too crude. I was 
disappointed. Storm’s successes had led me 
to expect more artistic handling. 

Jim was staring at his guest in frank aston- 
ishment. 

“Why, it’s mighty fine of you to consider 
Mrs. Cramer’s comfort like that, but it’s 
out of the question, of course.” 

“Why is it?” 

Jim grinned frankly. “Well, old man, why 
should you buy Sally a car?” 

Why indeed? My glance flickered mock- 
ingly to Storm. That question, asked in 
good faith and with a thousand implications 
behind it, effectually closed Storm’s lips un- 
less he dared. Would he dare? Oh, he 
would! He was going to! I knew it with 
sudden panic, seeing the cigar laid once more 
on the table. What would Jim do? What 
did a man do when he learned that another 
man loved his wife? What a fool I had 
been not to tell him myself! Now Storm 
was speaking. 

“Friendship, Jim. You and Mrs. Cramer 
will never know how I’ve appreciated the 
kindness you’ve shown me. Take your ask- 
ing me here tonight. I guess you think such 
invitations are common with me. They’re 
not. When I’m asked into people’s homes 
it’s usually because they’ve got an ax to 
grind. It’s all right. I’m not complaining. 
I know I’m not up to their social level. But 
when folks like you and your wife take me 
right in and treat me like you've treated 
me tonight, I tell you it means something 
to me!” 

He leaned forward, presenting for our con- 


sideration the portrait of a self-made man, 
regretfully cynical on the subject of his 
wealth, a trifle emotional over our kindness 


to him. Noblesse oblige on our part, touched 


gratitude on his. Very well done. 

I accorded him derisive applause. But 
how about that little scene in the office? It 
hardly fitted into this scenario of friendship. 
Didn’t he realize that a word from me 
would destroy the structure he was building 
so skilfully ? 

“Jim, I want to make a confession to 
you. I tried to tell Mrs. Cramer yesterday 
what her companionship has been to me all 
these weeks—my first real contact with an 
aristocrat! I guess I shocked her a little. 
You'd have understood, though. You’d 
have known with what reverence and honest 
feeling I spoke, even if I did lose my head 
a little. I’m a sentimental old fool, under- 
neath the business bluff I put up. You're 
broad-minded, Jim, and a good judge of 
character. I saw that at once.” 

I frowned. He had touched Jim’s pet 
vanity. 

“Now here’s the situation. I’ve got more 
money, Jim, than I could spend in two life- 
times, and not a soul even to leave it to. 
My brothers and sisters are all wealthy. I’d 
like to get a little pleasure out of my money 
while I'm alive. I’m hungry for friends. Not 
toadies and bootlickers, but real friends that'll 
be glad when luck’s with me and sorry when 
it’s out. And when a man finds such friends, 
Jim, he sort of hankers to return their beau- 
tiful kindness in the only way he can. I’m 
putting this badly. Can you understand 
what I’m driving at?” 

Oh, sure, Jim who was such a good judge 
of character understood perfectly. This was 
a rather pathetic person, inarticulate, a bit 
wistful, longing for the heritage of culture 
which all his money could not buy. I could 
read all this in my husband's face and when 
his eyes drifted to the rows and rows of 
books he straightened a little and nodded 
affably. 

“I believe you do, Jim,” Henry Storm 
went on. “I honestly believe you do. So 
I'm going to get right down to brass tacks 
with what I have to say and not beat around 
the bush. If I don’t say it exactly as I 
should, it’s because I don’t know the right 
words. You'll make allowances?” 


lo Jim’s nod, indulgent of the blunt, 
good-hearted fellow. I wanted to 
laugh outright. I felt as though I were 
watching a farce, acted by amateurs. 

“First I want to give Sally that car. I 
may say Sally? Sally and Jim? The car— 
it’s nothing but a favor to me, Jim. Please 
believe that.” 

Jim cleared his throat. “Well, I don’t 
know about that, Henry. Look rather queer, 
won't it? You buying a car for my wife?” 

Henry Storm’s glance reproached him. 
“Now you see—the very first thing I say? 
And it’s really part of another proposition 
I've got for you—a business proposition 
which you needn’t hesitate for a second to 
consider. I kinda hoped it could all be put 
on a friendship basis, but never mind, if 
you'd rather not.” 

“We want you to feel we’re your friends, 
Henry. Don’t we, Sally?” 

Storm’s glance met mine for the first time. 
The expression on the big face was in- 
scrutable. 

“Don’t ask Sally to commit herself until 
you’ve heard me out. I told you she hasn’t 
forgiven me about yesterday. This is the 
proposition, Jim. Your partner, Streetor, 
came to me yesterday about getting a loan 
on those gas fields. It seems he can get 
the fifty thousand he wants—but he has to 
pay pretty high interest. He thought maybe 
I’d let him have it at a lower rate. 


I told him I couldn’t see my way clear | 
but I didn’t 


to letting him have it at all, 
tell him why. You'll know why in a min- 
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“How I Licked 
Wretched Old 
Age at 63” 


“] Quit Getting up Nights— Banished 
Foot and Leg Pains . . . Got Rid of 
Rheumatic Pains and Constipation 
Improved Embarrassing Health 
Faults . . . Found Renewed Vitality. 


“At 61, I thought I was through. I blamed old age, 
but it never occurred to me to actually fight back. I was 
| only half-living, getting up nights . . . embarrassed in 
my own home... constipated . .. constantly tormented 
| by aches and pains. At 62 my condition became almost 
| intolerable, I had about given up hope when a doctor 
| recommended your treatment. Then at 63, it seemed 
that I shook off 20 years almost overnight.” 


‘Forty—The Danger Age 


These are the facts, just as I learned them. In 65% 
of all men, the vital prostate gland slows up soon after 
40. No pain is experienced, but as this distressing con- 
dition continues, sciatica, backache, severe bladder 
weakness, constipation, etc., often develop. 


Prostate Trouble 


These are frequently the signs of prostate trouble. 
Now thousands suffer these handicaps needlessly! For 
a prominent American Scientist after seven years of 
research, discovered a new, safe way to stimulate the 
prostate gland to normal health and activity in many 
cases. This new hygiene is worthy to be called a not- 
able achievement of the age. 


A National Institution 


for Men Past 40 


Its success has been startling, 
its growth rapid. This new hy- 
gieneisrapidly gainingin national 
| prominence. The institution in 
| Steubenville has now reached 
largeproportions. Scoresandeven 
hundreds of letters pour in every 
day, and in many cases reported 
results have been little short of 
amazing. In case after case, men 
have reported that they have felt 
ten years younger in six days. 
Now physicians in every part of 
the country are using and 
re commending this treatment. 

Quick as is the response to this 
new hygiene, it isactually a pleas- 
ant, natural relaxation, involv- 
ing no drugs, medicine, or electric rays whatever. The 
scientist explains this discovery and tells why many 
men are old at forty in a new book now sent free, in 
24-page, illustrated form. Send for it. Every man past 
forty should know the true meaning of those frank 
facts. No cost or obligation is incurred. But act at once 
before this free edition is exhausted. Simply fill in 
your name below, tear off and mail. 


The Electro Thermal Company 
6772 Main Street Steubenville, Ohio 


Tue ELectro THERMAL Co 
6772 Main Street, Steubenville, Ohio. 


Western address: Dept. Suite 67-R, 711 Van 
Nuys Bldg., Los Angeles, Cal. 
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ute. I couldn't help his telling me how 
things stand in the office, Jim. He says he 
bought out most of your interest in the 
firm, a little at a time. That you haven't 
much in it now besides the name and good 
will.” 

Jim’s eyes dropped. All the gracious pat- 
ronage was wiped from his face. He looked 
anxious and miserable. 

“Streetor’s going to get that loan and lease 
the gas fields himself unless you'll agree to 
shoulder part of the loan. And if you don’t 
agree, he’s going to dissolve the partnership. 
That right, Jim?” 

I gave a sharp exclamation. “Is that true, 
Jint? You never told me! But what right 
has Mr. Storm to be probing our affairs like 
this? Tell him—” 

“Please, Mrs. Cramer! Let me finish. Jim 
understands, don’t you, old man? It’s purely 
a matter of business.” 

“Go on,” Jim said. 

I had an odd little shock of surprise at 
the way in which my husband, who was 
usually all deferential attention, now put me 
aside. 

“To get that loan you and Streetor will 
have to mortgage every security you have 
in the world, as I understand it. Your 
house, your furniture, even your life insur- 
ance. The roof over your head. A pretty 
big risk, Jim!” 

How shrewd he was, I thought, with a 
sudden pang of fear. No words he could 
have chosen would have held such menace 


for Jim. 

“IT won't agree to it—the loan. If 
Streetor makes it, he'll do it on his own 
security. I told him so.” 


“Yes, he said you did,” Storm remarked 
dryly. “Forgive me, Jim, but what will you 
do in that case? At your time of life it 
isn’t easy to form new business connections 
without capital.” 

I saw my husband sink lower and lower 
in his chair as though each of Storm’s 
sentences had been a blow to push him 
down. I hesitated whether to rush to his 
defense or wait to hear how far Storm’s 
insolence would take him. My amused scorn 
was gone. I had glimpsed the incredible 
audacity of the man and I knew that au- 
dacity, sheer brute ignoring of obstacles, 
sometimes conquers where intelligence fails. 
I was fast acquiring respect for my adver- 
sary’s methods. 

“Now, Jim, here’s where I come in. Here’s 
where your friend, Henry B. Storm, comes 
in. I wouldn't lend that fifty thousand to 
Streetor at any rate of interest, but I'll lend 
it to you at none at all. We'll call it a loan 
so you needn’t feel under the least obliga- 
tion to me. But if the experiment turns out 
to be a failure, why, it’s my experiment, see, 
and you ain’t out a penny.” 


NSTINCT told me that that “ain’t” was 

no slip but a carefully calculated appeal 
to Jim’s sense of superiority. 

“You mean you'll lend me fifty thousand 
without security?” 

“Security be damned! Security don’t 
mean a thing to Henry Storm when it comes 
to a matter of friendship. I want you to 
get your share of those gas field profits and 
I believe Streetor knows how to go after 
them, if he has the money. Tell him to- 
morrow that you'll carry the loan and he 
can do the work. You two can fix it up 


your own way. It’s none of my business 
how you arrange it. What do you say, 
Jim?” 

Bluff, hearty sincerity. Simple friend- 


ship, incapable of meaning offense. The 
open-hearted proposition of a big man, car- 
rying its obligation of equal generosity of 
reception. I conceded its convincingness. 

“It would only be on one condition I'd 
consider it, Henry. Strictly as a loan. I'd 
want to feel that I was able to pay it back 
when I could.” 


“Oh, 
casually. 

“And I admit Streetor’s right about those 
fields. A blind man could tell there’s gas 
there, by the smell. But it needs money 
to get it out.” 

Storm’s fountain pen was busy. 

“There’s your money, Jim, and thank 
you! I don’t know when I’ve had anything 
make me so happy. You're wonderful folks, 
you two!” 

Actually there was a film of moisture in 
the chestnut-colored eyes. I almost allowed 
myself to believe for ag instant in his disin- 
terestedness. Then I saw his eyes trace the 
white outline of my arm lying along the 
back of the davenport and my momentary 
softness vanished. 

Jim was very gracious. 

“We want you to feel we’re your friends, 
Henry, Sally and I. I suppose a man does 
get mighty lonely, traveling around as you 
do. I hope that you'll always feel you have 
a warm welcome waiting for you here. Tell 
him so, Sally!” 

Again Storm intervened, this time with a 
suggestion of haste in his manner. 

“No, no, don’t make her tell polite fibs, 
Jim! Give her time to get over her resent- 
ment of my meddlesomeness. I know she 
thinks I've been officious. May I say how 
much I've enjoyed being here, Sally? Iwon’t 
see you before I leave, I expect. I’m going 
early in the morning. Good night, folks!” 

My voice arrested him half way to the 
door. Anger lifted me from my place on 
the davenport in one swift wave. 

“Wait a minute,” I commanded. ‘Wait 
a minute, Mr. Storm. Aren’t you going to 
take your property with you?” 

“My property? My hat and gloves are 
in the hall, I think.” 

“I don’t mean your hat and gloves. I 
mean me—the woman you've just bought. 
Hadn’t you better take me with you?” 

“My dear Mrs. Cramer!” 

“Sally! For God’s sake, Sally!” 

“Fifty thousand dollars and a Vidor car. 
I brought a good price, didn't I? Or is that 
low on the market for other men’s wives?” 


Jim!” 


sure, the great man said 


TORM’S shocked eyes reproached me. 

Storm’s pained voice spoke soothingly. 

“You’ve misunderstood, dear lady! Jim 
will explain. Jim will tell you!” 

“Jim!” I tore at the word, all my forced 
composure gone. “Jim! How can Jim ex- 
plain? He doesn't know himself that he’s 
sold his wife!” 

“Sally, be quiet.” 

My husband's face was darkly red. 

“I don’t know what makes her talk like 
that, Henry. Unless she feels that we should 
have consulted her about that loan. Honey, 
say good night to Mr. Storm and let him go. 
You don’t realize how wildly you are 
talking.” 

“Good night, Mrs. Cramer.” 

“No, wait! You shan’t go until I’ve had 
my turn. I sat and listened while you made 
this charming arrangement. Now it’s my 
turn to speak. Did you think I would let 
you put it over, Henry Storm? This beau- 
tiful little play you staged, this very realistic 
performance? Oh, how frank and honest 
and simple-hearted you were! How lightly 
you touched on that sentimental emotion of 
yours in the office! But you thought it wiser 
not to mention that what you asked for then 
was not Jim’s friendship, but the love of 
Jim’s wife, didn’t you? You forget to say 
that you put your arms around me and 
begged me to leave him for you? That was 
all part of your sincerity, your touching de- 
sire for friends!” 

Storm put up an involuntary hand as 
though blow after blow were being rained 
on his face. Jim sprang from his chair, wild- 


eyed. 
“What's this? What’s this you say, 
Sally ?” 
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“Jim, old man, don’t get me wrong. I ex- 
plained how it happened. Im a rough fel- 
low, Jim. I was a showman once. 1 don't 
always remember to behave conventionally. 
I apologize to Mrs. Cramer, ev- though I 
can’t help thinking she rmisunde s. 4 me 
somewhat. Just keep on believing tha ‘’m 
your friend, Jim, that I na» nothing but 
kindness to you and everything wi'l come 
out all right.” 

He was backing toward t1¢ hall with his 
last words and almost at once we heard the 
screen door bang. By a common impulse 
we waited until the sound oi his footsteps 
had died away outside before we spoke. 


“@ ALLY, was it true, what you just said? 
Did Storm make love to you?” 

“Why didn’t you tell me?” 

“IT thought he was going away today. I 
never dreamed of your bringing him here.” 

“He’s going tomorrow. I don’t suppose 
we shall ever see him again.” 

I waited. He picked up the check and 
scanned it absently. Something in the quality 
of my silence caused him to turn. He took 
my hand in his, pressing his lips to it. 

“It’s been a rotten deal all round, honey. 
I wish I'd known sooner that the fellow 
spoke to you so. Still, are you sure he 
meant it quite as you took it? He's a primi- 
tive person, you know. He doesn’t under- 
stand the finer shades of expression.” 

I freed my arm. “Very primitive,” I 
agreed. ‘Almost Biblical I found him—in 
stating his emotions. Jim, are you going 
to tear that check up or send it back?” 

The clock on the mantelpiece ticked a 
full minute before he answered me. 

“Honey, it’s over now. Storm understands 
exactly how you feel toward him. He's 
sorry and ashamed. Sending this money 
back would hurt him awfully.” 

“Hurt him? Hurt him? Is it his feelings 
you are considering? Are you blind? Deaf? 
Crazy? Didn’t you hear me when I told 
you he had made love to me? Didn’t you 
see what he was here for tonight? Fifty 
thousand dollars! Do you think he goes 
around the country offering fifty thousand 
dollars as proof of his friendship?” 

I knotted my hands in front of me, in- 
sistent eyes on Jim’s face. 

“That isn’t what matters, Jim—Storm’s 
making love to me. I can, I did defend my- 
self. What matters is how you took it. You 
my husband! I watched you tonight, fooled 
by his plausible lies, and I was hot with 
shame for your credulity, but it didn’t hurt! 
What hurts is that I've told you he made 
love to me, not sentimental, friendly love, 
but man love, Jim! And you don’t even 
resent it. You talk of keeping him from 
being hurt! What about me, your wife?” 
Angry sobs gathered in my throat but I 
fought them down. 

“I do resent it,” Jim said dully, but even 
as he spoke he lifted the check from the 
table again and studied it. I made a quick 
resolution. 

“Jim,” I said sharply. “Send that money 
back to him! Call a messenger and send it 
to his hotel now, tonight!” He opened his 
lips to speak but I swept on. Into my sick 
heart came the conviction that he would 
temporize, compromise unless I delivered my 
ultimatum at once. “If you don’t, Jim, I 
shall leave you! I won't live with you on 
another man’s money. Choose, Jim!” 

I watched his gaze creep from the bit of 
paper to the shabby furnishings of the room. 
I could even follow his thoughts to the bat- 
tered car in the garage. I knew what ease 
of living, what freedom of responsibility 
that check meant to him. It could be given 
only to another wife to fathom the bitter- 
ness that filled my heart. 

“Choose, Jim!” I said again. 

His face whitened, his lips trembled. He 
was facing in imagination the long strain of 
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worry which his new venture with Streetor 
would entail. He caught me in his arm, 
hiding his face in my neck. I had an over- 
powering impulse to press his head against 
my breast. This was my husband. His 
weakness was inherent. How far was he to 
blame for its growth? 

But I wasn’t weak, nor was Henry Storm! 


“T—” He licked his dry lips. ‘“I—it 
means hell to me, Sally! Just plain hell. 
Worry, the eternal cheese-paring, going 


without.” 

“Or comfort,” I said bitterly, “on Henry 
Storm’s money.” 

He lifted his eyes to mine. In their depths 
I saw the dawning of that reproach which 
I would encounter at each miserable crisis 
of the future. 

Slowly, with eyes lowered now in stubborn 
evasion of my look—he handed me the check. 
I could do as I liked with it. That was his 
attitude. Even in surrender he shifted the 
burden of decision. 


In my turn I fingered the significant bit 
of paper. To send it to Storm tonight sa- 
vored of the theatrical yet I felt that I could 
not endure its presence under our roof while 
we slept. And Jim must send it. Upon 
that I was grimly, inexorably determined. 
He must go through the motions of taking 
the initiative, though it was only a travesty 
of conjugal defense. I gathered myself for 
one last effort. I was tired, so tired. The 
forces against which I fought: Storm’s de- 
termination, Jim’s weakness were undis- 
turbed. Against them I had only my will, 
a woman’s will. I roused my flagging forces 
with that reminder. 

“Jim, when we were married I gave you 
love, a girl’s first ecstatic love. The years 
have tarnished the fine metal of that gift. 
But there is affection left and a remnant 
of respect—foundations on which to build 
our future happiness. Must they too be 
blackened and corroded by contempt?” I 
flicked the check at his feet. With voice 


almost too low to be heard I put my en- 
venomed question: “Are you going to accept 
my lover’s money, Jim?” 

He snatched it from the floor with a vio- 
lent exclamation. A moment later I heard 
his voice at the telephone summoning a 


messenger. I leaned back in my chair utterly 
spent. Jim had yielded, under the lash of 
my words. Yielded! Not acted! Jim 


would always yield to the stronger will. And 
mine had been stronger than Henry Storm’s 

Jim did not return to the living room 
until after the messenger had come and 
gone; then it was only to bid me a dul! 
good night. I heard his feet on the stairs, 
clogged with their new weight of worry. 
Across the town, I know, a man’s busy 
brain was plotting, planning. Tomorrow, or 
next week, or next year, the struggle would 
begin anew. 

Fatigue inexpressible overwhelmed me. 
Tears poured down my face as I stumbled 
after my husband. 


Love Lasts Longest 


half amused. “I don’t know the man.” 

Gertrude smeared rouge on her lower lip 
and lifted it daintily until both lips were 
an even red. She gave me a naughty smile 
from the mirror. 

“You never know any man till you marry 
him,” she said. 

Les had worked me mercilessly that day, 
holding me in one pose half an hour at a 
time. He wanted to take me to dinner, 
poor boy, but he only had fifty cents left. 
I was hungry, and dinner alone at the 
sandwich shop downstairs didn’t tempt me. 
So I dressed in my one evening dress, white 
chiffon with a flare of net around the hem 
that made me very demure, and went with 
Gertrude. 

Bostwick, the millionaire play-boy of 
Broadway, was the sad-eyed judge who had 
helped me win the contest at the theater. 

He rose from the café table when we 
came in and almost smiled. Gertrude 
laughed unmercifully at my astonishment. 

“Sorry I had to play this trick on you, 
Miss Cameron,” he said, “but I've been 
eager to meet you ever since that night at 
the theater. Your friend helped me play 
my cards.” 


E HAD a trusting way about him. Still, 

he didn’t seem to be happy. Toward 
midnight, while Gertrude danced with the 
friend Bostwick had brought along, he told 
me something of his life. Hardship from 
boyhood. Life in the Alaskan fisheries, 
slitting salmon and half frozen by the icy 
salt water, every day through his early 
teens. Then, the inland. mines, where he 
got control of a deserted mine that burst 
unexpectedly into millions. 

“I'd never seen a theater until I hit this 
town,” he told me simply. “That’s how I 
made a fool of myself and got into all the 
papers. Somehow, I'd like to get back to 
the canyon and the mine. Gee, it’s great 
there in the canyon, evenings! Snow on the 
mountain tops and the air like icicles be- 
tween your teeth.” 

His eyes looked like a lost dog’s when he 
talked of Alaska. 

And Gertrude had expected me to make a 
fool of this man! Instead, I found myself 


listening with a deep interest to his stories. 
My small cup of black coffee grew cold and 
bitter but I drank it anyway, listening. 
Two nights later Bostwick came, humbly, 
to our apartment. 
“Gertrude, you have to help me entertain 
for Gertrude 


him!” I wailed, had caught 


[Continued from page 37] 


up a magazine and was dashing for the 
kitchenette 

“You're amusement enough for Bost- 
wick!” she giggled back and I heard her 
little heels clatter as she scrambled up on 
the marble kitchen sink, where she sat 
nobly, smoking, reading and half frozen, the 
entire time Bostwick was there. 

He came into the room as apologetically 
as ever. His eyes were unusually mournful 
as if he, this powerful millionaire from the 
Alaskan mines, were begging me, little 
Yvonne Cameron, not to hurt him! 

“You've a nice place here.” he said as he 
sank down into Gertrude’s selection of silk 
cushions sniffing the sachet. “It’s like you, 
kinda little and sweet.” 

I knew he hadn’t come to discuss the rose 
velour chairs and shirred lamp shades of 
our apartment, so I folded my hands on 
my knees and sat looking at him. The 
strange thing was that I seemed to know, 
word for word, exactly what each of us was 
to say! 

Suddenly Bostwick was staring at the 
lamplight in my hair like a man drowning 
in its light. He got up and walked over to 
me slowly and laid both his hands on my 
hair. He was saying in a heart-broken way: 

“Yvonne, I’m years older. . .” 

“Oh, don’t!” I cried, for I couldn’t bear 
to hear him pity himself so. 

But he went on talking in that wild, de- 
spairing way. 

“I've made a fool of myself on Broadway, 
Yvonne. They say every man gets one 
more chance, and that’s all I’m asking of 
you! It’s all up to you! Either it’s back 
to the canyon and the mines for me, or it’s 
you!” 

I was staring up into his sad, burning 
eyes, hypnotized and trapped through pity 
for him. 

Bostwick was offering his life to me. He 
was so tragically, so shamelessly iost in his 
own despair. 

“Yvonne, this is your chance to bring 
a man back to lite! You will have every- 
thing on earth to work with. Ill give you 
everything. You'll have the finest house 
on Long Island, all the clothes and cars 
and money you want and all I ask of you 
is to make me happy. Please try, Yvonne! 
You're the only woman on earth who could 
make me want to live again.” 

Then he was standing there with his 
hands outstretched, offering me the last shat- 
tered hopes of his life. 

“Yvonne, will you do this for me? 
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Give 


me a chance to find out again if life is 
worth living ?” 

I cannot tell you how terribly it shook 
me, to find Bostwick the millionaire, the 
play-boy of Broadway, begging of me. I 
felt that a great duty was confronting me. 
Bostwick’s piteous love fell on me like a 
burden and I could only bend my head 
and take it meekly as I said: 

“Don’t be sad any more then, for my 
sake. I'll try to make you happy.” 

He bent over then and I felt his lips in 
the palms of my hands. Then he slipped 
something on my third finger that had been 
ringless since I was born, but I couldn’t see 
what it was. I was crying, for I felt I 
had given my life away to a man whose sick 
heart needed it more than I. 

I heard the click of the automatic elevator 
as Bostwick left our apartment floor and I 
lay back crying in the big chair among the 
scented pillows. Gertrude came hurrying 
back from the kitchenette, limping comically 
from her long chilly rest on the marble 
sink. My left hand hung over the edge of 
the chair and Gertrude lifted it with little 
gasps of excitement. 

I looked at my hand through tears and 
the flashing of the magnificent four carat 
diamond hurt my eyes. 

“You got him!” cried Gertrude and flung 
her arms about me. “Oh, Yvonne, you were 
born to luck!” 

I wore the stone to Les’s studio the next 
morning. Being an artist Les noticed every- 
thing although at first I had thougk* he 
didn’t. He glanced up to meet my eyes 
and search them, a thing he did so seldom. 

“Going to be happy?” he asked. 


F I only had forgotten the shy sternness 

of Scottish ancestry! If I had flung 
back my haughty pride and cried out to 
Les in that moment: 

“Les, he’s good and kind and he’s never 
had any fun, and he has millions and needs 
me to teach him how to be happy! But 
T'll throw all that away if you ask me, only 
to stay here and pose for you and open 
cans of soup each noontime. I'll keep this 
cursed beauty for you only.” 

Would life be fairer for women, if we 
could say words like that? 

Les glanced at me casually, cynically, as 
he put his question. His long, clever face 
appalled me! I couldn't tell him of the 
silly love of a girl who -had nothing but 
prettiness to offer. 

For Les was sick of pretty women! He 
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was obliged to paint them every day of his 
life. He complained that America wouldn’t 
look at advertisements where the model 
wasn’t brainlessly pretty. 

So I dropped my eyes before his casual 
flashing glances and all that day, posing in 
a gossamer-thin negligee for Les, I stole 
glances at the diamond on my hand for 
consolation. 

It was amazing, the way I had grown 
accustomed to posing in anything Les might 
ask of me. At first I had felt myself 
choking with blushes and unable to speak 
when I stood on the little wooden dais and 
allowed Les to adjust me to the pose of 
the day. That had become part of the 
impersonal studio routine, but I couldn’t 
have felt that way with any man less an 
artist than Les Darnell. He was so wrapped 
up in his work, he made me ashamed of 
my own shame! 


Bostwick was a _ strange fiancé. He 
wanted piteously to be happy. He wanted 
the youth he had never known. He wanted 


to return to the canyon and -the mines, yet 
he clung to the White Way. He loved me, 
because I brought back the eager freshness 
of life he thought he had lost forever. 


F BOSTWICK brought me gifts it was to 

see my eyes sparkle. We went dancing to 
amuse me. To shows, that he might en- 
joy my laughter. I had to be always 
amused, always laughing. Sometimes I felt 
more like crying. 

Bostwick was always watching me, his 
sad eyes drinking in everything I did or 
said. Yet nothing seemed to make him 
really happy. I felt at times as if he were 
devouring me. 

Every night in the week we were out to- 
gether, Bostwick and Gertrude and some 
other man and I. Those nights of enter- 
tainment are a blur to me now. I felt like 
a puppet on a string, laughing and dancing 
and joking in a glitter of light and music 
and sound. 

Yet every morning I was in Les’s studio 
and sighing with relief to be there. Coming 
into the barren, sunlit room with its bright 
paintings everywhere, always gave me the 
sense of being at home. It was a peaceful, 
hard working atmosphere, and I was not 
going to leave it until the last minute. Les 
showed no interest in my impending mar- 
riage, but he neglected his work with the 
advertising firm to paint one last picture 
of me. 

There were no more soup aus tu 
now, for this last picture was not to be tor 
advertising. Les could not offer me lunch 
any more but posed me uo we und then 
sent me away. His long clever face grew 
gaunt ana ms «ye move satirical than ever. 

T knew Les was going wuinsy { air 
this last victure of me. At Bostwick’s long 
course dinners su.aeth*ng would catch in 
my throat when I thought of Les, and I 
couldn't eat. 

Yet I was glad Les was doing this! It 
proved he was willing to sacrifice everything 
for an ideal. Les had that to suffer and go 
hungry for, but I had nothing. Nothing but 
a beauty that would pass before I was 
thirty ! 

What was there better for me than to 
marry Bostwick? 

One thing puzzled me. Les would not 
let me look at the picture he was painting. 
I had given my word not to peep. And, 
trusting me, he never covered the canvas 
but left it facing the easel where I might 
easily have seen it. 

“When are you going to marry me, love- 
liness ?” Bostwick demanded one evening. 

“When the artist I’m Posing for finishes 
the picture he’s painting.” 

“You’re working too hard for him,” Bost- 
wick said. “My little girl mustn’t work so 
hard or she'll lose all her beauty.” 

I had posed too long that day and I was 


weary. At those words I lost my temper. 

“I’m sick of that word! I don’t want 
you ever to mention my looks again.” 

“Don’t you care if I love you?” he asked. 

“Wouldn’t you love me if I were ugly?” 
I demanded. He said, “of course,” but I 
knew he didn’t mean what he said. 

Then he told me he was buying a Long 
Island home for us and asked’ me to go with 
him the next day to select the furniture and 
hangings. He thought that would please me. 

But I felt as if a veil had covered my 
eyes for eighteen years. Suddenly my ideas 
were very distinct. I looked upon life as 
coolly as Les himself. I knew at last I 
wanted something finer and more enduring 
than the Bostwick millions. 

I knew that pretty clothes are only a 
passing satisfaction and that the swiftest 
motor cars can not leave sorrow behind. I 
wanted a happiness more lasting than mil- 
lions could buy. 

Perhaps I asked too much. 

Saturday, Les finished his painting. 

“You can go now,” he said wearily and 
dropped his handful of brushes on the floor. 
I picked them up for him and stacked them 
neatly in the jar. Then I moved to the 
canvas. 

“I’m going to look!” 

“Don’t! Please don’t, Yvonne.” 

He spoke impatiently as if he were very 
tired. He lay back in the model’s chair ex- 
hausted and put his hand before his eyes. 
I stepped to the easel. 

“T only promised not to look till you 
finished, Les. I’ve put weeks of weary 
posing into this picture and it’s part mine. 
I’ve a right to look at myself!” 

“If you insist,” he said. 

His voice was cynical and cold, as I 
stepped around to the easel. He did noi 
look at me nor notice the tears streaming 
down my face. After all the feverish weeks, 
after wearing Bostwick’s' diamond on my 
finger and pledging my young life to his 
sagging years, I could weep! 

I don’t know how I got Bostwick’s dia- 
mond off my finger but it was like tearing 
off a price tag I had worn. I tossed it on 
the old table and buried my hot shamed 
face in Les’s cool hands. He was laughing 
down on me with a tenderness worth all 
the millions in the Alaskan mines. 


iove olu wes, do you? 
nothing to offer.” 
“Neither hive I 


Yvonne, iittlh kid, you don’t 
Why, I’ve 


But, oh, Les, you’ve got 


tu tae! don’t want anything else, 
just you.” 

I knev. “es would find beauty in me 
always, when beauty passes! I knew it 


wasn’t because my hair was a halo of gold 
ag nst the sun and my eyes like swarthy 
flames, that Les loved me enough to go 
hungry while he put upon a canvas forever 
the soul of a woman he held beautiful. 
My picture took first prize in the spring 
exhibit so Les and I aren’t eating out of 
the advertising cans any more. Of course 
we're not floating on the top of millions 
and never will be, but I look in my mirror 
with an amused smile and see the glint 
dying out of my hair and soft wrinkles 
coming under my eyes, and I’m not caring. 
Not since that day when I lifted my hot 
face from Les’s hands and pouted anxiously: 
“But don’t you think I’m pretty, Les?” 
That narrow-eyed appraising look that 
still drives me wild came over his face, and 
even in that sacred moment Les was all 
artist. 
“Pretty, but not beautiful, dear,” he said 


critically. “Your nose is too short and 
your lips too full. But your soul is beau- 
tiful.” 


Yes, Les is a trial at times. It’s dreadful, 
being married to a man who knows so 
much about you 

And yet, it’s a comfort! 
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“Its As Smart As 
An Expensive 
Ready. Made’ 


“‘Ir’s the prettiest dress 
I ever had, and I love 
to wear it because it fits 
so perfectly and is so 
smart and distinctive. 
My friends just 
‘can’t believe, that 
I made it myself 
only $11.65 
‘Before I joined 
the Woman’s In- 
stitute I was al- 
ways uncertain 
about my sewing 
and I was afraid 
to cut into expen- 
sive materials. 
Now I can make 
anything I want 
and know it will 
be as stylish as expen- 
sive ready-mades.’” 
F REE the 
coupon 
day for a free copy > 
“Making Teautiful Clothes.” It 
tells how the Woman’s Institute can 


help you to have more and prettier 
and earn $20 | to | $40 a week, 


[WOMAN'S INSTITUTE, Dept. 6-V, Scranton, Pa. 
I Ww ithout cost or obligation, please ,Send me your I 
booklet, ‘‘Making Beautiful Clothes,” and tell me 
[ how f can learn, at home, the subject marked below— 


I 0 Home Dressmaking illinery I 

Professional Dressmaking Cooking 

| (Please specify whether Mrs. or Miss) | 


HOW TO HAVE 


PRETTY ROUNDED 


NECK AND SHOULDERS. 
WITHOUT COST 


I will tell re how LA have a py 
Face, Rounded Shoulders, Neck or any 
part; how to avoid Wrinkles, Hollows 
and other Blemishes. I will send you 
more information free than many ex- 
perts would charge ten dollars for. To 
show you how this is with simple 
home remeuy will also send you a 


TREATMENT GIVEN 


if you send a DIME toward e (A NOR WO Box 
my Wonder Cream includ OT WORTH 
10 cents TO YOU your dime 4, QUICK. y pay 
money sight unseen? Send 10c now while the offer is open. 
Madame Williams, Buffalo. N. Y. 


Room 12, 


Try the witchery of this allur- 
ing color—woman's greatest 
problem solved. Beautiful, waterproof, stays on. 
Drug, Dept. Stores & Beauty Shops. 

Sample MIDGET Lipstick—send this adv. and 12c. 
CARLYLE LABORATORIES, (Dept. M-8) 54 Dey St., N. ¥.C. 


On sale at 


on sale at Photo Sup; 


everywhere. 

te, No old way to mount 

ints. A dime brings 100 
Samples to try. ite 


ENGEL MFG. CO. 
200 bent. Sv, 4711 N.Ciark St., Chicago 


Theatre 


STAGE DANCING COLLEGE 
OF SINGING. 


DIRECTORS ART AND SCIENCE 
Alan Dale Play production. Students afford: 
Wm. A. Brady N. Y. appearances and experience with 
Sir John k players at lviene Art Theatre. 
For catalogue (state study desired) 
Secretary, 36 W. 85th St., N. Y. Ex- 
Rose Coghia tension 25. 


Removes Dandruff - Stops Hair Falling 
estores lor and 
Beauty to Gray and Faded Hair 
60c. and $1.00 at druggists. 
4 Hiscox Chem. Works. Patchogue, N. ¥. 


H 1 N DERCO RNS Removes Corns, Callouses, 


all comfort to the feet, makes 
waiking easy. cen y mail or at Druggists 
Hiscox Chemical Works, 


|S 

| orner Your Pictures-aibum 

iy 

| 

| | 
|< 
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An Unknown Blonde 


ind out tair f the effect of | word 

George M | began had 
r beer ted in 

Now vail a minute he uid There 
really nothing wrong about it You don't 
have to d iny more than just be tound in 
the room with him Martin's the right 
ert, you know that I've already spoken 
to him about you and he willing to go 
through with it Why not meet him and 
his lawyer and talk it over? 


N Y FIRST impulse was to say no, flatly. 
+ But I was so desperately in need of a 
few dollars and I was already in debt to 
George M . so I couldn't afford to be 
squeamish. It couldn't do any harm to talk 
about it anyway, I thought, and the next 
morning George telephoned me to meet his 
friend at the lawyer's office 

Martin G was waiting for me when 
I got there. He greeted me shyly and stam- 
mered apologies for bringing me into what 
he called his “mess.” Then he introduced 
me to his lawyer who, I later learned, was 
one of the best known in New York 

“I’ve known Martin so long,” he told 


me that I think too much of him to let 
him go on living with that selfish woman 
It’s against my ethics, of course, to do a 


thing like this.” 

Then he went on to explain to us what 
we must do to give Martin’s wife the neces- 
sary evidence, and I began to think the rdéle 
of professional corespondent wasn’t such a 
terrible one after all 

“I'd like to help Mr. G—— out,” I told 
him, “but what if we get caught? I’m not 
hankering to land in jail, you know.” 

The danger is very slight,” he said, “par- 
ticularly in your ease. You won't appear 
in court. You'll only be mentioned as the 
‘unknown blonde’ who broke up Martin’s 
home.” He smiled encouragingly at Martin 
who answered with a sickly grin 

We arranged a night and meeting place, 
and Martin hurried away. I wasn’t nearly 
so scared as I was curious so I stayed and 
talked with the lawyer a while longer 

Suppose Martin’s wife should tell? 
Wouldn't that get you into trouble?” I 
asked 

“Certainly! But it would also get Martin 
and herself into trouble. They'd both be 
prosecuted on criminal charges. Now, about 
the financial arrangements—Martin will pay 
you himself It is safer. If you feel it 
necessary to talk with me before Thursday 
night, call me up; but you'd better not 
come here again.” 

Two nights later I met Martin at a drug 
store and we took a taxi to the hotel. Get- 
ting into the taxi I stumbled over something 
that proved to be the necessary baggage, a 
suitcase, and at that I began to feel shaky 
again, and poor Martin! When he regis- 
tered for us at the hotel his hand shook so 
I was afraid the clerk would be suspicious. 
He walked beside me to the elevator as if 
he were being led to the electric chair 

“Gad! I can’t go through with it!” he 
said when the bell-boy had deposited the 
bag and closed the door 

“Brace up, old dear,’ I said. I was try- 
ing to put him more at ease by being 
flippant. “I won't eat you. Try to think 
of it as a lark. Where’s your sense of 
humor, anyway? It will be all over in a 
few minutes.” 

Martin’s terror made me realize I would 
have to manage the situation, and I didn’t 
dare to get nervous myself although I was 
as anxious as he to get the thing over with. 
I opened the suitcase that contained only 
a pair of pajamas and tossed them to him, 


‘ i from 65] 
but he stood as if paral he pa 
ma ink ted! the floor \ 
in au halar then 
ip and threw them on the bed it 
Martin did not move He told me mont) 
later that it that moment he wa over 


whelmed with the realization that he wa 
about to lose his wif He really did lov 
her ou set 

Better hurry I said, but he didn’t seem 
to hear He kept vanking out his watch 
every two or three minutes, glaring at it as 
if it were to blame tor everything 

The time was really getting short and | 
was becoming exasperated with him 

They will be here in a moment I said 
impatiently and if you aren't ready our 
act won't come off.” 

At that he tore off his coat and vest 
grabbed up the pajamas and dashed into the 
bathroom, slamming the door viciously be 
hind him Obeving the lawyer's instruc 
tions, I hurriedly pulled down the covers 
on the bed and still fully dressed climbed in 
pulling the covers up close about my neck 
so that only my head showed Nobody 
could tell that I was fully dressed under- 
neath 

A moment later Martin emerged from the 
bathroom and I really had to giggle; he 
looked so funny The lawyer had told 
him he had only to take off his coat and 
put the pajamas on over his clothes, but 
Martin gave more the appearance of a 
stuffed frog than an unfaithful husband. 
He looked so miserable that I turned my 
face to the wall until I could get serious 
again 

Finally he came to the side of the bed 
and patted me on the shoulder 

“Gee, Ruth,” he said, “you're too nice a 
kid to be doing this.” 

I was just about to explain to him why I 
had agreed to do it when we heard foot- 
steps outside the door. 

“Keep your face covered—” he whispered, 
and I pulled the bedclothes still higher and 
disheveled my hair as the lawyer had in- 
structed. 

When a knock came at the door Martin 
jumped as if shot. 

“Open it!” I hissed, and as he went slowly 
teward it I heard him murmur “Oh, my 
God!” 

I kept my eyes closed tight as the wit- 
nesses came into the room. 

“Have a cigarette?” 

I recognized Martin G——’s voice. 

He should have pretended to be dreadfully 
angry at the intrusion and ordered them 
from the room and here he was trying to 
be an agreeable host! 


HERE was some talk that I don’t ex- 
actly remember about their having got 

into the wrong room, and a moment later 
out went the “raiders.” When I heard the 
door shut and Martin’s “Whew!” I threw 
off the covers and for a few minutes laughed 
hysterically. Now that the tension had re- 
laxed I began to feel the strain. But Mar- 
tin was verv brave, for him 

“You've been a peach!” he said. “I could 
never have gone through it with anyone 
else. Please forgive me for subjecting you 
to such a thing.” He paused and I looked 
up and saw that he was again the em- 
barrassed husband. “I—I—can pay you 
only fifteen dollars,” he stammered. “Is it 
all right? I’m sort of broke just now, but 
some day I'll make it up to you.” 

“Certainly,” I said. If I hadn’t been so 
hard up myself I wouldn’t have taken it for 
I never felt so sorry for any one in all my 
life. 

126 


He put the bill on the dre er picked 


ip his hat and bag and ent out of the 
room without another word | understood 
however I didn't breathe freel mysell 
until | was once more on the street 

The next day George M called up 
ind we met again for dinner He told me 
ibout a lawver he knew who made a 
specialty of these divorce frame-ups 


Why not go on being a professional co 
respondent until something better turns up?” 


he said. “It's casy mone ind the sort of 
men who prefer to hire a girl aren't danger 
ous This lawyer says he can give you 
prett steady work.’ 

Once more couldn't matter so much, I 
thought, so a few days later I met the 
lawver and was formally launched on my 


strange career, only this time I specified that 
twenty-five dollars was the minimum fee 
lor mv services 

The first client he assigned me was a 
perfectly harmless middle-aged man who 
paid no more attention to me than to the 
wall-paper in the hotel room He was 
terribly stolid and rather stupid, although 
I suppose the conditions were not such as 
to bring out the charm or personality of 
either of us 

I was a little nervous at first because 
the man’s wife had insisted on being one of 
the witnesses. When the raiders knocked 
at the door he opened it and actually 
shouted 

“Oh, hello, Mabel Come on in.” A 
friend of his wife was one of the witnesses 
and she giggled 

“I guess we've seen enough,” I heard a 
man say, and they were gone. The hus- 
band hurriedly paid me my twenty-five 
dollars and left The whole thing hadn't 
taken more than an hour and we had been 
as formal as if we had been dining together 
in the public restaurant downstairs. 


UT they weren’t all like that! In fact 
my very next “case” would make a 
story all by itself. While I guess there are 
a lot of people to whom I only bring un- 
pleasant memories, there is one man who 
says he will be grateful to me till the day he 
dies. And so will his wife 

This man is a famous artist with plenty 
of money and plenty of temperament. He 
insisted on having his studio separate from 
his home but his wife was jealous and con- 
stantly made trouble. They continued to 
quarrel until they both admitted the only 
thing,to do was get a divorce. I was pretty 
excited over this case because I, was to 
receive a hundred dollars 

The raid was to take place in his studio 
in the afternoon and when he admitted me 
I fairly gasped at the beauty of the place 
It was furnished in the Louis XIV period 
and there were silks and satins and beautiful 
ornaments everywhere. Some contrast, I 
thought, to the hotel rooms I was accus- 
tomed to. 

The artist-husband, a handsome, dark 
chap greeted me as graciously as though I 
were one of his friends coming to call. He 
was perfectly at ease, which was also some- 
thing new. 

“IT am sorry we won’t have time to be- 
come acquainted before we do our great 
love scene,” he said 

Then he led me into a gorgeous bedroom 
The bed was the most beautiful piece of 
furniture I have ever seen; if there were 
an Epicurean manner of sleeping, I.am sure 
this man would have acquired it. 

He left me alone then and I went through 
the familiar process of taking off my shoes, 
but when it came to getting into the bed I 


il 


hesitated. It really seemed a crime to get 


under those satin covers with my clothes on 
Hut I heard him coming down the hall so 
I let mveelf sink into the luxurious softness 
of that bed, feeling for all the world like a 
wicked story book heroine 

The wife was late, and Mr. ¥ walked 
restlessly about the room. His easy manner 
had disappeared 

It just like her to be late!” he ex 
claimed. “You'd think it was a crime to be 
prompt. She was late to her wedding and 
now she’s late to her divorce. Little fool!” 

It didn't strike him at all funny but I 
thought it one of the wittiest lines I had 
ever heard. Then he grew worse than im 
patient. He lighted cigarette after cigarette, 
only to toss them away after a single puff 
When he threw them on an expensive Per- 
sian rug I had to restrain myself from leap- 
ing out of bed and picking them up 

As we heard the clang of the elevator 
door I thought he had suddenly gone mad. 
He rushed to the bed and yanked me out 
by the arm. 

“For God’s sake,” he said, “get out of 
bed! I'm not going through with it!” 

He pushed me out of the room before I 
had time to realize exactly what had hap- 
pened But I'm pretty quick to grasp 
things, if I do say so, and I ran to the 
victrola and put on a record. We had just 
seated ourselves at opposite sides of the 
room when the wife and her witnesses broke 
in on us. 

I have seen men go through these un- 
pleasant frame-ups without batting an eye, 
but I have never seen anything like the 
poise of that artist as he rose to greet the 
intruders. 

“Why, Ethel!” he said, “I’m so glad you 
have come. I was just wishing you were 
here to suggest a gown for Miss Johnson. 
She’s going to sit for a portrait.” 

My cue was to be beautiful but dumb, 
and believe me I was! After the wife got 
over her surprise she introduced me to the 
two witnesses who were friends. They sat 
around looking like two sore thumbs while 
I chattered in my best drawing-room style, 
but I never could have done it if it hadn’t 
been for my stage training. 

I told her how clever I thought her hus- 
band was and how anxious my father was 
to have him paint my portrait. Oh, it was 
quite a conversation, each of us falling over 
the other ‘in trying to be nice. I guess the 
wife suspected that I was really the hired 
corespondent, but I must say she went 
through her part like an old trooper. 

After a while I rose and said I must go, 
and the uncomfortable witnesses said they 
must be going, too. I don’t know exactly 
what happened between husband and wife 
when they were at last alone, but they 
evidently decided to become reconciled be- 
cause early the next morning a messenger 
brought me a check for two hundred dollars 
and a graceful little note of thanks from 
his wife. 


HE only one not pleased with the end- 
ing was my lawyer. 

“What do you think you are, a Cupid?” 
he said. I thought he was going to have 
an apoplectic fit. But his rage was easy to 
understand because he would have got twice 
the fee he did if the wife had secured her 
divorce. You can bet I didn’t tell him 
about my check! 

I had one really amusing experience that 
was more like a lark than a serious frame- 
up. The husband and wife were both known 
to me and for some time they had been 
talking of divorce. It was to be one of 
those “friendly enemy” affairs, they said, 
with no hard feelings. But they didn’t 
know who to go to because of course it 
would have to be “fixed.” It wouldn’t do 
any harm, I thought, to put a little business 
in the way of the lawyer who got me all 


my work, « I sent Harry to him, never 
realizing that I might have to be his co 
respondent 

Harry insisted that there was no sense in 
letting Madge know the part I was to play 
and | guess he enjoved putting something 
over on her. I had understood that only a 
couple of strange witnesses would be on 
hand, but wher I heard Madge's voice I 
pulled the covers clear up over my face 

Following the raid Madge and Harry gave 
a party to celebrate their approaching di 
vorce and I was one of the invited guests! 
They all thought the frame up was a huge 
joke but I really had the laugh on all of 
them. Madge was curious about “the wo- 
man in the case” and everyone kidded 
Harry about his “unknown blonde.” 


TITH few exceptions, the husbands I 

have “compromised” have treated me 
with respect and the utmost consideration 
although I am sure many of them felt con 
tempt for me; but the way I figure, that’s 
all part of the game. There was one rotter, 
though, who could see no sense in playing 
the game on the square. 

When he said he would go to the hotel 
earlier in the day and register to save me 
the embarrassment of walking up to the 
desk with him, I thought he was about the 
most considerate husband I had yet dealt 
with. But wait... 

I got up to the room about nine o'clock, 
the hour arranged, but the minute he had 
closed the door behind me I saw that he 
had been drinking. stood uncertainly in 
the middle of the floor wondering whether 
it was safe to go on when he suddenly 
clutched me in his arms, and kissed me 
roughly on the mouth. I was ready to 
scream for help when the witness knocked 
at the door. It must have looked like an 
honest-to-goodness affair because in the 
struggle I had mussed up his hair and my 
face was flushed with anger. That was the 
only time I forgot to hide my face and I 
guess they thought it was red with anger at 
their intrusion! 

I often wonder why it is that some wives 
like to get mixed up in such an unpleasant 
affair. It is not at all necessary that they 
witness the alleged infidelity, but some wo- 
men are just naturally curious, and I guess 
they do it to plague their husbands, too. 
But there was only one of these wives who 
made a scene when she saw a supposedly 
undressed woman in the room with her 
husband. 

This woman, the lawyer told me, had no 
real cause for wanting to divorce her hus- 
band except that he was a bit gawky and far 
too good-natured. It was she who had ar- 
ranged the place and the time, but the 
minute she set eyes on me, she got terribly 
jealous. First she accused me of really 
breaking up her home and then she de- 
manded that I show my face. When I 
didn’t do it she started hurling abusive 
names at the back of my head, and just at 
this point the witnesses slipped out. 

“You shameless hussy! Home-wrecker! 
Husband-stealer ! 
cried. “Do you think I'll give my husband 
a divorce and let him marry a woman like 
you?” 

When she came at me with her hands 
and tore at the covers on the bed I was 
really frightened. The husband hadn’t said 
a word, but when he saw her attacking me 
he pulled her away and tried to calm her. 

“There’s nothing wrong, dear,” he kept 
protesting. “You don’t understand.” 

“Nothing wrong, you beast!” she shrieked. 
“IT don’t understand? You're here in this 
room with a naked woman. That’s enough 
for me!” 

At that moment I threw off the covers 
and jumped out of bed. She stared at me 
pop-eyed as I casually brushed the lint from 
my blue serge dress. 
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You blonde devil,” she | 


“Last night 
I came home with 
great news” 


Ruth thet I hed « surprise 
for her and she could hardly wait for me to 
get home. You should have seen her 
when I told her the Boss had called me in and 
diven me a $25 increase in salary. 

“ It’s wonderful,’ she said, ‘just wondertul. 
Now we can pay some of those bills that have 
been worrying us and even put a little in the 
bank each week. 

“ ‘Remember the night we saw that coupon 
Og @ magazine and you decided to take up an 

C. S. course? It made a new man of you, 
Bot, and I knew it wouldn't be long before the 
firm would notice the difference in your work. 

“We certainly owe a lot to the International 
rresp You would never have 

received this increase if you hadn't studied at 

home and prepared yourself for bigger work.’ ” 

How about_yec? Are you always going to work for a 
small salars? Are you going to waste your natural 
ability all }our life? Or are you going to get ahead in 

big way? It all depends on what you do with your 


| spare time. 


Don’t let ogee precious hour pass before you find 
out what the I S. can do for you It doesn’t cost 
you @ penny or chiteate you in any way to ask for full 
particulars, but that one simple, little act may be the 


| means of changing your entire life. Do it now! 


Mail Coupon for Free Booklet 


CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
56-J, Scranton, Penna. 

Without e. or ain lease send me a copy of 
your booklet, “Whe Wins and Why,” and full particulars 
about the course before which I have marked 4: 

BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 
Bust Management Jsalesmanship 
Industrial Management Advertising 
Personnel Organization Better Letters 


Orratic Management Show Card Lettering 
Business Law Stenography and Typ’ 
Banking and Banking Law English 
‘Accountancy (including C.P.A.)LJCivil Service 
Nicholson Cost Accounting Railway Mail Clerk 
Bookkeeping Common School Subjects 
Private Secretary High School Subjects 
Spanish Illustrating 
French Cartooning 


TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 
Electrical Engineering Architect 
Electric Lighting Architects’ Blueprints 
Mechanical Engineer Contractor and Builder 
Mechanical Draftsman Architectural Draftsman 
Machine Shop Practice Concrete Builder 
Railroad Positions Structural Engineer 

Airplane Engines 


Chemistry Pharmacy 
Surveying and M: 


Automobile Work 
Radio (Mathe 


if you reside in Canada, send this coupon to the leterna- 
tional Correspondence Schools Canadian Limited, Montreal 


Get Rid of 


Get rid of fat! Bore 
gay and active. 0.B. c. 
positively guaranteed 
reduce you quickly and 
safely. Made undersuper- 
vision of licensed prac- 
ticing physicians, No 
exercise—no dieting. 
Send for Free thet 
gives scientific data o 


rea. for fat and how topetridal it. Thou- 
sands havebecamethin the — T. way. FREE 
No obligations —write today for ascinating, 
FREE Book on this amazing fat reducer. BOOK 
©. B.C.T. Laboratory, 40/6 LincsinAve. , Dept. 121, Chicago, M1. 
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-Employment Service 


Jobs! % 


at $60 to 
$125 a week! 


Free Service 
The American School is the 
first in the home-study field 
to recognize the need of guar- 
ant r its « rses with a 
tract, if the 
trait t a mplish 
the t ts you expect. Thus 

1 risk and t are elimi 
nated either the training 
will help you to a better job 
and a raise in pay or it will 


for quick promotion. 


new ones can be made. 
trolled by the Draftsm 
buildings of a hundred s 
ufacturing and construct 
work to get into, friend. 


cost you To better 
carry out mportant serv _ er 
e, we ma 1 National 
employ lepartment 
which keeps in touch with the 
employer f Draftsmen all 
over the U. S. All this with- 
ut extra char to our stu- 


PROFESSIONAL 
You ect the Ar erican School to give you 
the best kind instr lcmmeute ar ols with the best kind 
of training r utfit is ¢ enough to use professionally 


after you fl your training. 


A Million Dollar Institution 
Back of This Guarantee 


Get this s the Americar ered in 
1897 n educational institut not for prof. Se you 
will 1 the is of ser best res 
ident eges. Over 200 { the k sding Engi 
neers, Executives ar a. ators of the U. S. prepared the 
instructior fer eir standing hes for its quality. 


oO. C. MILLER, Director Work 


Dept.DC-251, Drexel Ave. and 58th St., Chicago 


Learn Drafting—how to make and read plans, and the doors 

of opportunity in all mechanical, building and engineering lines swing 
open for you! There are more well-paid Drafting jobs open today 
than in any other one profession or trade. There’s a variety, a 
fascination to Drafting that will grip you. No other work is so 
interesting, so well paid—no other field offers equal opportunities 


The Draftsman is the Boss of the Works! 


Destroy blue-prints and plans, and the wheels of all Industry will stop until 


Every move of every workman on the job is con- 
an through his plans. Railroads, public works, 
orts, machinery, electricity, automobiles—all man- 
ion start on the Drafting table! That's the kind of 
Where you have the same chance as anybody else 


to make a quick success! 


to prove you can 
learn at home in 
t\ Spare time! 


You'll besurprised how quickly 
you can learn Drafting by our 
e-step at-a-time 
We start off 
doing actual Drafti 


Employmen 
— helping 
you find 
a job 
or money 


refunded 


. Test 1 bil- 
Witho 
or obligat ion. 


4 0. C. Miller, Director Extension Work 
American School, Dept. D C-251 

3 Drexel Ave. and 58th St., Cnicago 
Your offer to send me 8 lessons free and facts 
about the opportunities in Drafting and about 

8 your course, looks good to me. It is under- 


ing 
fessional D lans like a vet- 
xe first three 


eran. Get 


« stood I am not obligated in any way in mak- | 


ing this request. 


Name 

Address Q 191, AI 

APR 2 

Occupation Age 
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| “Here I am,” I said to her, “nude as 
Venus.” 

Not until I began putting on my 
did she regain her speech 

“How can a creature like you look an 
honest woman in the face?” she demanded, 
still glaring at me 


I learned the next day 


shoes 


from the lawyer 


that there would be no divorce. Mrs. T—— 
had suddenly discovered that Mr. 
wasn’t such a bad husband after all. I got 


to thinking after that episode that it might 
not be such a bad idea if wives were made 
to get jealous every so often. Women al- 
ways want what they think another woman 
wants. 


HE lawyer and I both got our money 

because her simple-minded husband was 
so grateful to me for arousing her jealousy 
that he gave the lawyer his full fee and 
left fifty dollars instead of twenty-five for 
me. He really loved his terrible, screech- 
ing wife! 

But in this business of framed up divorces 
it amazes me the faith husbands and wives 
place in the hired corespondent. Why if I 
wanted to I could have an awful lot of 
them thrown into jail and I guess I could 
send a couple of lawyers along with them! 
I know of one professional corespondent 
who has been blackmailing a man for two 
years, and it’s not the fear of going to jail 
that makes him pay. It was this way: 

The husband and wife were really very 
much in love with each other but were 
continually quarrelling. One day after a 
violent quarrel they decided to get a di- 
vorce. There was the usual raiding party 
and this girl of whom I speak was hired as 
corespondent. But just before the wife’s 
suit came up in court the couple was rec- 
onciled 

When the corespondent heard about it 
she went to the man’s office and threatened 
to tell his wife that the hotel fiasco was the 
real thing and that she had been having an 
affair with the man for a long while. The 
wife was naturally jealous. That was what 
had caused the trouble between them, in 
the first place, and the husband was afraid 
that she would be only too ready to believe 
the girl’s story 

The girl offered to keep silent for five 
hundred dollars, and in his eagerness to get 
rid of her he foolishly gave her a check. 
She was back a month later with a photo- 
stat copy of the check which she threatened 
to show his wife unless he gave her a 
monthly allowance of a hundred dollars. 
He’s in so deep now he can never get out! 


HAVE been a professional corespondent 

for six years and it’s taught me two 
things: men aren't nearly as selfish as they’re 
supposed to be, and women don’t know 
what they want. 

Most of the husbands I have dealt with 
hired me because there was no ground for 
divorce. Usually the wife was a vain, 
pleasure-loving creature who wanted to be 
free, or thought she did. I am not exagger- 
ating when I say that dozens of husbands 
permitted their wives to divorce them solely 
from a sense of chivalry Generally the 
wife wants to marry another man. 

I suppose you feel that my profession is 
a distasteful one and that while I may be 
nice and just stumbled into it, most pro- 
fessional corespondents are a_ hard-boiled 
| lot who have no sense of honor and are too 
lazy to make an honest living. 

I'll admit there are pleasanter and more 
respectable ways of earning a living. As 
to honor, of course I am a party to a con- 
spiracy to defeat the law, but I have no 
"| feeling of guilt. Believe me, from what 
| I've seen and known about married people 
"| the real crime lies in forcing them to live 
together when there is nothing but bitter 
hatred between them. 
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* 
| Right to the dot / 
| 
Natural tobacco taste, yes 
wright to the dot! Thats why fo» 
four years hand-running 
‘ Chesterfield has been America’s 
Jastest growing cigarette 


cloud. 
Norida Bath Powder — fragrant 


non-spilling container 


At all Toilet Goods Counters. 


auvege ‘a 


» Poudeo 


The New Norida Loose Powder Vanitie and 
DNorida Fleur Sauvage (wildflower) Poudre 


NORIDA Loose Powder Vanitie 


as precious as yourloveliest jewels; thin- 
as-a-watch. Securely encloses your favorite 
loose powder, yielding the desired amount at 
the slightest turn of the silvered powder plate. 
Cannot sift or spill. G The exclusive features 
are retained, plus the new, patented bottom. 
Refill ic— then snap it shut. Truly, the most 
ingenious and useful vanitie in the world. 


LEUR SAUVAGE (wildflower) Poudre! 

Fine and smooth as down, soft and cling- 
ing, fragrant with the delicate parfum of 
Wildflowers, Beautifying to a startling degree. 
Created in the warm shades of life itself, 
Norida Poudre brings a blooming trans- 
parency to your skin. The favorite of smart 
women everywhere—your favorite the 
moment you try it. 


NORIDA PARFUMERIE 


Single and Double. Gold and Silver 


rs PARIS NEW YORK CHICAGO In exquisite, Parisian shades — 
filled with Norida Fleur Sauvage BI 
(Wildflower) Poudre and Rouge. You can obtain Norida Beauty Requisites at all _ pt —— 


Priced, $1.50 to $2.50 — 


Norida Tale — as soft as a feecy 


and refreshing — in a patented, 


Toilet Goods Counters 


Easy to Refill 
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Norida Compactes — single and 
deuble — embossed, 
delightful compact 

det and rouge in the smart 
‘arisian shades 


At all Toilet Goods Counters. 
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